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PREFACE. 


HE following collecion is a 


more general one than any other 
extant, ſelected, the Editor flatters 
himſelf, with that attention which 
will gain the public approbation. All 
the modern ſongs are included, with 
ſuch of thoſe of an earlier date, whoſe 


merit have ſtood the teſt of time, and 


which are generally ſun gin the politeſt 
companies | 


The main intent 57 " ſong writing is . 


.to promote harmony and good fellow- 
ſhip; theſe principal ingredients to 
ſweeten the cup of life will be found 


in this collection in ſufficient abun- 
dance. And whilſt care has been taken 
to exclude any thing that may offend 


* 


— 


PREFACE. oe 


Ed ear of decency, hams and con- 


viviality have not been neglected: ſo 
that the devotee of pleaſure and mirth 


will here find matter of amuſement, 


as well as the Bacchanalian and the 


man of Entiment. Particular atten- 
tion has alſo been ſhewn to the fair 
ſex, who in this ſelection will meet 


an agreeable companion for a leiſure 
hour. | 


Little elle is neceſſary to fay as a 


recommendation of a work of this 
nature; the Editor, therefore throws. 


- himſelf on the candour and protection 
of the Public, from whom he has more 
than once experienced the kindeſt i in- 
dulgence. . 
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| 75 VOYAGE o'«r fa, 1 en head . 
A clerk I was in London gay — 3 
An effort /o pleaſing what feoain can refuſe „„ 


Aud canſt thou leave thy Nancy _ 8 


Alas ! how chang'd the face of things — 5 
Awake my ſauect Hero, my heart's deareſt treaſure 16 
As thro' the grove, the other day — — 235 


Ariſe, my roſy nymph of May — — 26 


At the ſouud. o of the hor _— — 32 
As down an Banua's banks 1 fray'd: = 36 - 

Aavade, my love in ſmiles IN . 
Al men are mere children, all women the ſame 44 
A taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret 50 
As gen mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight 52 
. did you not hear of a jolly young 9 „ 
- fawn A maſter 1 have, and I am his man "3 

At the fign of the Horſe, old Spintext of — 1 
2 tinkering. Lom the ſtreets his trade did OP, BS 
ain Britannia ſmile 132 

oy twenty years ago, Ally C Crier anal * 


great 5 — — — — 140 


T0 1} 


; 1 5 Page 
Ali in the Downs the fleet was meor'd _ JF. 
A g 1ev'd Biitannia ey d the main — 166 
A raree ſhew !—a r aree tn / here ts to be 
feen 169 
Amway to the field, "os the mo. wing leeks g gry 9 
A ſoldier ¶ am for & lady vs 
Amo, amas —ͤ— 1 — 188 
mercer I am in ve: y grod hilt — — 210 
A Lonare, I was taylor nice — — 222 
As paſſing by a ſhady grove — — 251 
Alt the peaceful midnight hour — — 268 
Away ye giddy ſmiling throng — 290 
| B 
By moon-light, en by green — — 27 
Blox on ye winds, deſcend ſeſt rain — 29 
Behold this fair goblet, tauas caru'd from the tree 102 
Beſs T atter, of Hedge Lane — — 145 
Bright fol. hatereturn d to the weſtern domain E bl 
Better cur heads than hearts ſhould 7 — 179 
By the gaily-cii cling glaſs — — 250 


Blow high, blow low, let tempeſt ſear — 260 
Bright ſol now darts on yielding night — 283 
Brig 9 ht co has mounted the chariot of "x 292 


2 . 
Ceaſe 15 ceaſe your mourning —B 
Come, now my ſweet love, io the grove — 16 
Come, come, my: jolly lads — 20 
Come all ye young levers, who, wan ad tei. 65 
Ceaſe, rude Boreas, blu? ring railer 100 
Come fing round my fav'rite tree — — 159 
Capid, god of ſoft per ſuaſſon:— — 1864 
Came, come, my. good ſhepherds '\—' — 185 
Come now, all ye ſocial powers „ % fy ang 
Charming Clorinda, ed ry note np 281 
Charming willage V ee 

Dearly Fanny, come here, PII give you ſomething 4 5 f 
| 75 1 | earty 
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4 
5 a:ly and darky, what is the matter with you 


No To — — : s . 


- 


Dear Kathleen, you, no. ps — — 


Daas votre lit, «that bright parterre — 
Dear Sir, this brown jug that now foams with 
_ mild-ale — Gm. Gn 
Down the bourne, and thro' the mead  — © 
Do you hea, brother ſportſman, the ſound of the 

orn * — 7 — 
Diftreſs me abilh thoſe tears no more — 
Dear, gentle Kate, oh { eaſe my care — 
E-e yet Aurora chace the deaut.  — 
Ere bright Rafina met my he. — 
F 


Feel, feel, the littl: flutt'rer 12 — — 


Farewell to Old England, thy white cli ifs alien 
Four and enge fidl allen a i 


For tenderneſs fram d in life's zarte * 


Forth from my dark and diſmal cell 


Flow, thay. regal, purfle ſtream _ . 
Fare wel, thou deareſt g. rl I lobe — 


From ploughing the ocean, and thraſhing ue, | 


From tyrant laws and cu/toms free 
From Paphos iſle, ſo fam 'd of old, I come 


From flow'r to flow'r the butte: 72 — 
Farewell, feweet Kate, the ſailor cry = 


* erewell to the park and the phy — 
Fo 
Gentle god, wwhoſe ſa red po — 


Give round the word, diſinount, diſinount — 


Give Iſaac the nymph, who no beauty can beg 
Gedde/s of eaſe, leave Lethe 1 


Good Sin, in vain you bend your bow —— 
Guardian angels, now protect me _ 


1 : po ks 


„ 


Fark ! the amr + fate 7 — — 
: Her mouth "with a Jmile © — 
| Hark, bart, from the woodlands the loud ! 5 
1 ling born — — 
| Hark, bak,” to the rand g the Arber vinding horn 
8 How Tong full hapleſs Colin mourn © — 
| Hark, hark, jolly /portjmen, awhile to my tale 
| Here's ic the maid of baſhful fifteen _ 
E How fands the glaſs around © _ 
| Had Ja heart for JO Sram'd —— 
Hark, hark ! the jay inſpi, Ing horn — 
How oft, Louiſa, hat thow ſaid — 
Her fveep had in cluſlers crept clofe ta a grove 
| Hope ! thou nurſe of young. defire — 
1 Hoa faveet in the woodl:inds — 
| Happy, harmleſs, rural pair — 
j How hard our hapleſs let appears — 


Here's an oll feng, made by an antient pate 
Hoa jweet is they Jey when our bluſbes impart 

in Hah, forward, azvay, my brave 1 050 to the chace 
'H Hark, the born calh away e 

ſl How happy tht ſeldier, a litt on bir gay 

— * happy y the woman, whoſe charms . 

} ow happy a tate does the vi, 0 

| How bite to 2 lauamen 3 72 5 | 

| "Blow imperfeet is expreſſion WE. 

5 Hou Bleſs. my fair, æubo on thy "ot > ke 

j rw Prog thej joys I table — 


n f e's EP 


| 1 85 ſhould there meet a fond , 5 61g — 

j Je penſe à vous, where'er I ftray — 
Lua. a flaſh man of St. Giles — 
In London my life - a ring of delight "nk 
In my pleaſant native plains © — 


kd up all my treaſure 
Fs ſummer when the leaves Tere 25 "een, and 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| 4h I live to grow old, as I find I go db * 5 
c 

bloſſoms deci'd ne . 

| 


i LEED 
Toe kiſi'd and Ive prattled eV P 'y fair maids 
If life's a rough journey, as moraliſis tel! 
V lowe's a Sweet pale ton, how can % torment. 
4 jail d in ine goed ſhip the Kii | — 
In wain whining lovers their Cupid ball 48 ie 
travers d Tudahb's bairen ſand : | 
In vain do poets ſtri ve tw fing + — 
III fing you a ſong, Faith Im ſinging it nau 
L m7 by the wie, ones a maid 17. * die 
{ma hearty gotd fellow © — — 
In infancy, our hopes and fears — — 
Tt xwas Summer, jo foftly the breezes Were blowing 
In furcy let nature delight —_—, 
Iu the choice of a and us widews are nice 


/ life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaſt 


Fe nir fu eetens the bows £. © — 
Zet vir ue foothe the hoary ſage — 
Lord what care I for mam or dul — 


Let Sehools about happineſs warmly diſpute 3 
Let not rage thy Baſem fir i ing 1 Dy 


Lite my dear favain, #2 yourh.you'd ſet 9 — | 5 


Love's a gentle, gen rous pan — 
Lovely nymph, affuage my anguiſh © — 
Let fame found the trumpet, and ery: 7616 ar 
Looſe ev'ry ſail to the breeze | —_ 

Look cut, brother Sportſmen, the morning ts. ob 
Let me, gentle ey im, entreat you com; * 


” 
% 
E 
1 
— F #4, 
* * — 


My ble awith cluflers * grapes PI. entavine. 

: My daddy O was wery good . = — 
My Jenny and I have tald t 
Ma chere Amie, my chafming fair — 
Mon ceur, adieu, young Lubin crie 
My heart's ſoft emotions admit no Ati) — 
5 Nancy leaves the rural train mn 

banks are all furnij d with" 4 ‚˖ 34 


"I 


6: * 


| | Page 
Ma chere Amie, let not deſpair | — 1 193 
i Margaretta firſt poſſe? — 204 
j My eyes may [peak pleaſure + — 243 
i Fs daday 5 Was very good — * 200 
| | . 
0 N * 
13 | Neko away, my n 1 hoift the fog, beat 
N the drum + 
| Now all the groves in nr) gay | 8 
No doubt but you de heard als the famous . 
| __ Croker — 742 
0 Now's the time for mirth Fore glee —— 1414 
| | Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade 117 
| . Now we're free from College rules — 197 
Now ſaſt moor d. with bowl before us — 212 
| No moie 1. court 1 to von 3 W 
| 0 Jay, fimple maid, ove ads be to any notion 2 
4 3 Dur grotto was the ſweeteſt pla — 3 
| - Oh ! what a misfortune befel me to- lx — 7 
0 O Sir, be conſenting, be kind and relenting 14 
| ; Once the gads of the. Greeks, at ambrofial feaſt 24 
= Oh ! come, thou roſy god of ne — 33 
h Old bards hawe ſung how they coulel 20 7 
Oer moorlauds and mountains, Tee bari en and dare 112 
3 O the days when I was young — 125 
N Of all the pretty flow” rs — 4 
| On that lone bank where Lubin died — 161 
N Or pleaſure s ſmooth wing, how old time ſteals away 165 
. O5 how ſhall I in language weak — 1 
I Of ups and downs ave daily ſee — 209 
| O give me your plain dealing. fellows. — 217 
| 0 Foun laſs, will you lie 2 a barrack — 270 
| Oh! would the night 85 2 ME 280 
| Found: : fillings nous: and arbings > 48 
Awe, Br ee rejoice Og 9 


3 


my 


Page 

See beneath yen Bo C' r of roſes  — , _ 4 
Savecte/} pleaſures, never ceaſing — 17 
Somehow my ſpindle I miſlaid wy, 69 
Saveet ro/y fleep / Oh da not fly — — 82 
 Saveet Pell of Plymouth was my dea. — 107 
Stand to your guns, my hearts of oa _— 124 
Sit, down, neighbzurs all, and Ill tell a merry 1 85 
i.“. ò NN . 134 
Shepherds, I have Joſt my love = 167 


Say, why ſpould my brow wear the [cowl of defpair 188 
Still the la; & finds repnje | — c 


Shall I, waſting in deſpair — 221 
Softly Feet the minutes glide — _. 246 
Sweet bud, to Laura's boſom ga — 253 
$aveet, veer! Robrinette, all ihe ſhepherds declare 265 
Se: that preity creature there — 270 
Saveet ditties would my Paity fing — 271 
Say. fair ene, why is gentle love — 275 
| 5 4 | 
T he while among the rural throug — 7 
The pow'rs unequal Iygmploy — * 
Time has not thinn'd my flowing hair — 13 
Tranſparent now, and all ſerene — 14 
T he filver moon's enamour d beam _ 17 
The meadows look chearful, the birds feveetly ng 18 
Tho' I can't walk quite firaight „„ 19 
The balmy zephyrs breath'd their fore: 30 
"Twas at the cool and fragrant hour m_ JP 
Tho morn was fair, ſoft was the air — 8 
The dauntle/s ſailor leaves his home — 35 
Time, like the-wwinged courſer fits — 37 
7 he ſoldier tir d of wars alarms „ ³˙· -AÞ » 
T be miſt from the mountains proclaim'd it was morn 43 
The wealthy fool avith gold in lore = 62 
Then here's to thee, Tom, and now here's lo thee, Will 64 
Tua I learnt a pretty Jong in France — 70 


3 'T wits 


- 


JF WE] 


: 5 : Page 
'T was at the gates of Calais, Hogarth tells „„ 
To Anacreon in heav'n, where he ſat in full glee 5 
The Britiſh Lion is my ſien — 2 86 
The merry dance I dearly ove — 90 
The ſummer it was ſmiling, all nature round was gay Gs 
T he top/ails ſhiver in the wind — 110 
The ruddy morn blink'd oer the brae — rt 
T be wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main — 126 
T be dufey night rides down the Mx — 127 
Thurſday in the monn, the nineteenth of May 030 
Tho' Bacchus may boaſ? of his care Hilling- bœaul 143 
Troth, mifter John Bull, yeu're a pretty milch cow 142 
7h man has long beaſted an an abſolute fray 149 
To eaſe his heart and own his flame — 288 
The virgin when ſoften d by May — . 
T he ſmiling morn the blooming ſpring — 152 
Va ac when the ſeas were roaring — 153 
T be pride of ev'ry grove I choſe _ 150 
The moon had climb d the higheſt hill — 178 
The ſails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor d — 160 
To heal the ſmart a bee had made _ 163 
5 ' This, this, my lad, is a ſoldier's lim 170 
l. The Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bewwers 17 2 
Tue belli they rang all in the morn _ 175 
The virgin lily of the night — 88177 


j The world, my dear Mira, is full of deceit — 192 


* This bleak and frefly morniag e Ia 99 
E T he ſnows are diſſolving en T orne's rude fide 201 
| They call me honeſt Harry O — 203 
| ' There is @ pretty cbambermaid lives in the ſouth 216 


To the winds, tothe waves, to the woods I romplain 218 
| The flag through the foreft, when rous'd by the hn 225 


The moment Aurora peep d into my room — ibid 
The buſy crenu their jails unbending © — 227 
To bug gourſel F in perfect eaſe _ 1 
The prudence may prejſs mne — 234 
T ho* my features In told — 290 
To keep my gentle 7 e — — 2238 


2 
I 


Ts HT 


hen war's alarms entic d my Willy from me 


What a charming things a battle ³— ͤ ͤ 
ben trees did bud, and fields were gane 104 
When ruddy Aurora awvakenc the day — 112 
What virgin or ſhepherd, in valley or grove 116 
When ſummer comes, the fwains on Tweed 1232 
 Whiil happy in my native land — 92 


Whale the lads of the village fo merrily, au 129 


4 


Page 


* 


Fbe ſpring wwith Smiling VVV 45 
The laſs , Patie's nit — 0 
There are grinders enough, fir, of ev'ry degree 253 
The want god who pics es hearts 3 2 57 
T ben fareauell my trim-buitz wherry VE 
The txvins of Latona, /o kind to my bacn — 262 
Ja near d lbiczet's air retreat — 206 
To Laniſb life's troibles, the Grecian old ſuge 267 
The Britiſb.ſailor ploughs the ſeas „ 
The nymphs and ſwains in circles gay — . 74 
This maxim let ev'ry one hear. —— 278 
%% levers like markſmen, all aim at ths heart "250: 
The mora, avho night aarrning | : oe 23 3 
The trump of fame your name has breath'd _ 286 
The roſe had been waſhd', juſt waſh'd in a ſpow'r ibid. 
T his hot purſuit — — 289 
The Foes of Old England, France, Holland aul 
 , Spain — — — 291 
*Tavas at the break of day we ,t  — " aa 
The hawthorn is ſcectly in bloom _ _—_ 
To hear a ſweet golwfinch's ſannet = 297 
WW 
When beauty's ſmiling quern lon = 241 
len lovely-Anna firſt I view'd — 29 
M len Strephon appears, how my beart pit a at 32 
While the tedious hours beguiling — 36 
When Britain fir, at heav'ns command — 49 
When the chill Sirocco blows. 3 63 


"OF: 
"hen the ſheep are in fauld, and the by at hams ibid. 


Tx 1 


Rome 


Hen firſt this humble roof ] knew — 
While others barter eaſe for late — 
What means that downca/t took, my dear. — 
When Werter fir fair Charlotte ſaw — 
HW hen firſt I began, Sir, to ogie the ladies — 
Vell ſeek the bow'r of Rebin Holt — 
- Whenrous'd by the trum pes s lmud clangor tc arms 
I hen a lover's inthe wind no”, 


When Werter firft fair Charlotie beheld 

ould 'ycu know, my good friends, what the honey 

moon ts | _ — 

When the roſy morn appearing 
When Harold was invaded 
hen up to London firſt I came 
When bidden to the wake or fair 0 
Where ſhall Celia fly for jhelter — 


— 
3 
— 
—— 


What ſpepherd or nymph of the grove — 
With women and wine I defy ev'ry care 

b - When o'er the world the headleſs lamb | 
* When order firſt from Chaos prung _ 
When the chace of day is done — 
Why fhould I e Hp diſcover — 
When ſpring has chac d the arinter s ſnow 
When gen rous wine expands the foul ==, 
When firft I kenn'd young Sanay's face 
Winds, gently tell my love — 


. 
exe 7e /port/men draw near, and ye ſport ſewomen 100 
Tie gay ſons of Bacchus repleniſh the bowel 


Joung Hal call'd ſoftly, riſe my dear — 
: Young Lubin auas @ ſhepherd boy — 
Ye fair married dames, who ſo often deplare 
Ju know that our antient philoſophers hold 
Leung Cupid is with me wherever I go 


When freedom was baniſÞd from Greece and rom 


When the blefſoms of ſpring ſhed their fragrance around 2 c& 


You know I m your prieſt, and your conſcience is mine 


Page 


159 


163 


178 


181 
193 


196 


203 
205 
211 


219 


226 


240 


256 


Fe 1 . ye ads, vedivers, and all up the lay 182 ; 
FF oung Roger the ploughman, awho 9 8 8 a wife 235 f 


Your abiſe men all declare 249 
Jung Damon was whiſtling, briſt and 29 | 27 
Dung Willy good d me long in vain 275 
Young Focksy fr 1 taught my gay fancy ANT rome tb 
You aſe me what's love? why, that wirtue-fed vapour 284 
5 £ fel ver brocts wander — 298 


: = 


TOASTS axp SENTIMENTS, 


BILITY to ſerve a friend, and honour to 
conceal it. 


May welearn to be frugal before we are chliged to be . 
Riches without pride, or poverty without meanneſs. 
May we always forget when we forgive an injury. 
May we treat our friends with kindneſs, and our 
enemies with generoſity. 


To the honeſt fellow, that loves his bottle at 8 
adldand kis buſineſs in the morning. : 


The cauſe of liberty throughout the work; . 

May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty. 

May the honeſt heart never feel diſtreſs. 

Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 

Virtuefor a guide, and Fortane for an attendant. 

May Reaſon be the pilot, when Paſſion blows the gale.  _- 
Thoſe who love pleaſure and contribute to it. 

The woman we love, and the friend we dar: truſt. 

May we never feel want, nor ever want feeling, 


May the feeling heart poſſeſs the ran the mĩſer 
abuſes. 


The honeſt fellow that ſpeaks | his mind as freely hea 
he is ſober, as when he is drunk. i 
May we laugh in our cups, and think when we are ſober. 


May we draw vpon Content fer the deficiencies ct 
Fortune. 


Every thing of Fortune but her inſtability. 


May Hope be the phyſician when Calamity is the 
diſeaſe, 


# 


May 


© 


F. O A 8 T.S, do. - 


May the thorns of life only N to give a zeſt to its 
flowers. 


* 


May we always look forward to better . but 
never be diſcontented with the preſent. 


The enjoyment of a quiet conſcience. 


| Refinement without Diſſimulation, or Honeſty without 
rudeneſs. 


A Freehold in happy land, untaxed a unmortgaged. 


A good horſe, a warm houſe, a ſnug eſtate, and a 
pretty wife, to every man that deſerves them. 


Good trade, and well paid, 
Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 


Health of body, peace of mind, a clean _ and 
a guinea. 


Honour and influence to the ie ſpirited patrons 
of trade. 


Love to one, friendſhi p to a few: od, will to all. 

Love without fear, life without care. 

May the fingle be marry'd, and the marry'd be 8 

May a halter bind thoſe whom honour and 5 
cannot. | 

May our happineſ. be ſincere, and our joys be ban 5 


May our pleaſures be boundleſs, 298 we have time 
to enjoy them. 
May contempt be the fate of ſuch among us as ſtrut 
in foreign foppery, to the deſtruction of the trade 
and manufactures of England. | 


May he who has neither wife, miſtreſs, nor ellate in 
England, never have any ſhare in the govern- 
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ment of it. 
May the enemies of Eoghan never eat the bread 
thereof. . 
May the friends of England ever have acceſs to the 
__ throne. 


May 


T-O-A$.T S. a. 


May we never want ſpirit and reſolution to proge> 
and defend our independency, againſt the power- 
ful attacks of unbridled ambition, 


May we always be able to diſtinguiſh thoſe who, by a 
ſteady and uniform adherence to 1 7 59 
diſtinguiſh themſelves. 


May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, 95 en- 
gaged under the banner of juſtice. 


May our commanders have the eye of an Hawke, and 
the heart of a Wolfe. 


May our conſcience be ſound, though ot our fortune be 
rotten. _ 

May temptation never conquer virtue. 

May we be rich in friends rather than money. 

May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 

May we never know ſorrow but by name, 


May the evening's diverſion bear the morning; = 
reflection. 


May our benevolcuce be bounded only by our 
fortune. 651 


May fortune be d an e on virtue. 


May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his due, nor 
a credulous girl out of her virtue. 


| May the man we. love be honeſt, and the land we live 
in free, . 


May we always have a friend, and know his value. a 
May they never want, who have ſpirit to ſpend. 
May he that made the dl take us all. 


OO never want a friend, and a bottle to give 
im. 


May the friends we MA be "Mean and the country 
we live in be free. 


May we never taſte the apples of aflidion, 
More friends and leſs need of them. 
| | | | Perpetual 


Ty > OAS T ee: 


Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of Old: 
England. 
Plenty to a generous mind. 
Proviſion to the ee 
Short ſhoes and long corns to the enemies of Great 4 
Britain. | 
Succeſs to the ſoil, the 8 and the fail. 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes. 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte. 


May prudence, moderation, and an invariable at- 
tention to the public e cement the people 
of England. 


The king to the laws, and the 480 to the bible. 
The pleaſures of imagination realized. 


Our gracious maſter, and that heavenly conſtellation 
of female excellence, the miſtreſs of England. 


Our country, and may 1t continue ta be * land of 
liberty to the end of the world, 


Harmony all over the world. 
May every day be happier than the laſt. | 
Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful. 
Good luck till we are tired of it. 1 
May our hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and 
benevolence. 
May our pleaſant thoughts be gil with modeſt ex- 
I 
May we be happy when alone, and chearful when, in 
company. 
May our virtue be healthy without the phyſic of 
calamity. 
The ſweets of ſenſibility without the bitters. 
May every honeſt man turn out a rogues, 
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Abi ſupper, a good bottle, and a fofe bed, to 
the man who fights the battles of his country. 


| May we never deſire what we cannot obtain. ; 
May we be rouſed, but not rendered PRE; by 
_ calamity. | 

May we fly from the temptations. which we cannot 
reſiſt, : 

May virtue be our armour when 3 is our 
aſſailant. f 

May fortune recover . eye fights and be uſe in the 

| diſtribution. of her favours. _ 

The majeſty of the people of England. 

May the influence. of the crown be demoliſhed in its 
own corruption, and the liberties of the people 


revive in their own ſpirit. 
The memory of our brave anceſtors who brought 


about the revolution, and may a ſimilar ſpirit 
actuate their deſcendants. 
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BOOKS printed for C. STALKER, 
Stationers-Court, Ludgate-Street. 


| ETIRED PLEASURES, in Proſe and Verſe, 
: Addreſſed to the Lovers of a Country Life, 
principally ſelected from admired . Authors; with 
occaſional Notes and Illuſtrations, Price 25. /ewed, 
or 24. 6d. bound. - | £ 5 


By G. WRIGHT, EA. 


4 A CONCISE TREATISE on the ART of AN- 
* GLING, confirmed by actual Experience, and 
MINUTE OBSERVATIONS, exempt from Re- 
dundancies, and Superfluities, which tend more to 
perplex, than inſtruct. With the proper Methods for 
Breeding. and Feeding Fiſh, and of making Fiſh= - 
- ponds, Stews, &c. with ſeveral Arcana never before 
made Public. To which is added the COMPLEAT 
FLY-FISHER, 9 — „„ 


By THOMAS BEST, Gent. late of his Majeſty's 
Drawing Room in the TO WR. 


© THE GARDENER's DAILY ASSISTANT, 
in the MODERN PRACTICE of ENGLISH 
GARDENING, for every Month in the Year, on 
an entire new Plan. Containing 400 Pages of Letter 
Preſs and the following Copper Plates: Views, Plans, 
and Sections of a Green-Houſe, Hot-Houſe, Peach- 
Houſe, Forcing-Houſe, Vine-Houſe, Fire-Walls, 
&c. alſo an Engraved Title Page, with a Head of the 
Author. Price 35s. ſeaved. | | 


By JOHN ABERCROMBIE, Author of Mawe's 
Fwoery Man his own Gardener, and ſeveral other Works 
of Gardening. . | bY oo | 


A New, Comprehenſive, and Compleat TABLE 
of the ſeveral STATUTES now in Force for preſerv- 
ing the GAME, divided into Columns with apt Titles 
at the Head of each, to give the Reader a true Know- 
| ledge of that Branch of | uiiſprudence, | 


Neblemen, ' 


# 


42 BOOKS printed for C. STALKER. 40 


Noblemen, Gentlemen, and others, who make the 1 
Gun their Amuſement at this Seaſon of the Year, will We, 
find this Table to. contain fix additional Heads of W 

Game, different from any other, viz. Black Game, Is 
Red Game, Buſtard, Conies, Swans, Wild Ducks, 
&c. better calculated to direct them how to avoid In- 
curring any of the Penalties of the Game Laws, than 
any other now extant. On a large Sheet of Royal 
Paper, P.ice 1s. or paſted on Canvas, folded up in be” 
the Nature of a Map in a Caſe, Price 25, = 
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The Adventures of LUCIFER in LONDON, * 
exhibited in a SERIES of LETTERS to the Right 1 
Honourable the Lord Preſident of the Stygian Council 7 
of Pandemonium. In One Vol. 12zmo. Price 3s. * 
The Third Edition, much improved and enlarged ; "= 


The RIVAL BROTHERS, a Novel, in a Series 
of Letters, Founded on Facts. In Two Vols. Price 55. 
ſerved, or 6s. bound. The Third Edition. 


By a LADY. | z = 


— — _ 
Speedily will be publiſhed, 
| In one ſmall Vol. Twelves, | | 
She UNFORTUNATE LOVERS, 
Taken from the celebrated Story of CHARLOT TE 
and WERTER, ; To 0 . 
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Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Iulle and Yarico. 


vo YA GET'9'er ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which fide to butter my 
'S r bread. 5 I 5 75 3 
Heigho! ſure I—for hunger muſt dimmmm 
I've ſail'd like a boeby;z come here in a ſquall, 
Where, alas I there's no bread to be butter d at all! 
Obo! Pm a terrible booby | : 
Oh, what a ſad booby am I! 


& 4 
. 


In London what gay chop-houfe ſigns in the fireet! 
But the only ſign here is of nothing © e 
eigho ! that I— for hunger ſhou'd die: 
My mutton.'s all Joſt, ma . ſtarving. ef. 
And for all the world like a loſt mutton myſelf! 
Obo! I ſhall die a loſt mutton ! 
Oh, what a loſt mutton am 1! 


KO” | BR Ch : For 


Por a Ke mice of — Sg ro:r like a bull, 
And my ſtomach's ſoempty, my heart is quite full. 
Heigho! that I—for hunger ſhou'd die! 
But, grave without meat, 1 mult here meet my grave. 
For my bacon I fancy I never ſhall ſave 

Oho! I ſhall ne'er ſave my bacon ! 

1 can't ſave my bacon, ao £4 
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128 at Myr. Banniſter and Mrs. 1 in Inkl # 


and Tt ai ico. 


* 


| | Mr. Bannifter. | | 5 
s AY, Gmple maid, have you form'd any notion 1 
Of all the rude dangers i in croſſing the ocean? I 
When my whiſtle ſhrilly, ah! wo'nt they remind : 


| To ſigh 5 regret for the grot left behind you? 


Mes. Kembls. 


Ah! no, I ud follow, and ſail the world over, 
Nor think of my grot, when I lock at my lover !, 
The winds which blow round us, your arms + 1 my 


illow, 
Will lull--us to deep, „aug we 're voce by each 
| | billow. 1 MARES ; | 


O ſay then, my true 10˙ e, we Tr III ſunder, 
Nor ſmrink from the tempel. nor dread the big thun- 
* der; 

Whilſt conflant, We'll laugh at all enger of weather, 
And j Jounngy; all over ihe world both together, 
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Sung by Mrs: Kemble, in Inkle _ 1 axico, To 


| UR grotto was the ſweeteſt place 
N 0 The bending boughs, with, fragrance lowing/ 
Would check the brook's impetuous pace, 
Which murmur'd to be ſtopt from flowing, 
"Tis there we met, and, gan d a., a 67 ge i 
Ah! think on this, and love me Killa 11 wn 


Twas then my boſoin firſt knew, Ran: i 
Fear to an Indian maid a ſtranger; 


The war-ſong, arrows,.. hatchet, Ipear, y . Fr 
All warn'd me of my lover's dangerei,, lie 
For him did cares my boſom fill; a a 


Abi ] chink on err and love me e till 


POWs 
| Sung by Mr. Edeving. in Inkle and Yarico, 


SE. WE. 5 was in London gay, 1 18 eu 5 
Jemmy linkum feedle, $29 


And went in boots to fee'the play, NE f 
Merry fiddlem tweedl ee 3 = 
1 march'd the lobby, twirl'd my ſtick; n "01, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle;.. 7 
The girls all cry'd, “ He's quite the Kick dig 
Oh Jemmy linkum Seat. "7 Ip „ 
Hey, for America, [' fail” | | ooh ts | : 


Yankee doodle deedlle ; 3 h 
The ſailor boys cry*d; © e Sul bis cl; fb»! 
Jemmy linkum feedle. 3 
On Engliſh belles I türn'd mack,” . 
Diddle, dandle, deedle ; Ea es 
And got a foreign Fair quite Black, 
Oh waddle twaddle, tweedle! e 
A 2 Your 


L 4-1]: 

Your London girls, with roguiſh trip, 
__ Wheedle, 22 Wheedle, n 0 9 
Boaſt their pouting under-li . ; 1 
Ds iddle, faddle, feedle. 965 | 
wows would beat a hundred ſuch, „ 1 
iddle, daddle, deedle, . = 
Whole upper-lip-pouts twice as . 1. EH, 1 
Oh pany double wheedle ! | = 


Rings I 1 3 to * APE bob „„ 1 1 
Jemmy linkum ſeedle; 6. 6 18 f 1 
A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe, | 1 
Waving fiddle feedle. 
With jealouſy I ne er ſhall burſt, 
 Who'd ſteal my bone of bone- a? 
, 
A dingy Deſdemna. ' 


s O N G. 
Edwin and Ella. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Taurball Gardens. 


* 


E E beneath yon bow ir of colms: | . 
Sweetly ſleeps the heav'nly. maid, | EO 
"Tis my gentle love repoſes, EW 
Softly tread the ſacred Mad. 
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Mark the loves thasplay around der, 
Mark my Ella's graceful mein, 
See the wood nymphs all ſurround her, 
Hailing Ellas beauty's queen. : 


ater en ac an, —_ 
w W Pay * — N 
— ; ——— — — — 2 
—ñ— Ie FE mean. ey oe, 
2 5 Tamara ed {is I — 


Flutt'ring Cupids round deſcending, 
Soft expand their ſilken wings; 
From the zephyr's breath defending, 
wad ry ſweet that . her N 
Sportive 


145 J. 


8 fancy hear my prayers. e OTST TREES 
Gently from thy airy throne, _ 995 

Whiſper to the ſleeping fair, 
Edwin lives for her alone. 9 
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E A SE Louiſa, ceaſe your mourning, - 
Check, O! check thoſe lovely tears; 
Henry, ſwift as wind returnin 


Comes to hufh thy groundleſs fears. 1 . A 


Proſp'rous breezes kindly blowing, - 3 
Waft the youth with ory crown'd'; | . 

| Neptune's waters briſkly flowing, + 

Roll _— his veſſe] found. 


: * 


From the cannon's roar Ay | 

Audi the trumpet pray ay an. 
While kind love his boſom firing — 

Calms his paſſions/all withio, 


See the r youth: ap 8 

Deck'd with the r of war 5 
See the pilot ſWiftly ſt — 1 
Hear the mufic r 


Ceaſe Louifa; Water Mur 
Check, Ol check thoſe 2 # 

Henry, ſwift as wind returning. ny 1 
Comes to huſh thy As fears, 118 
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Sung by Mr. Delpini, at : the Realty Theatre. 


D EARLY Fanny, come | here, Pll give your 
ſomething : | 

I bought yoo that pretty cap: | | 

Oh fye, put it in your lap: „„ KY 
Puriron il . I 
Will you marry me 8 - 
There is money all for you, _ 8 885 
Come, embrace me, 7 now do. 


$50 N 


Sung by Mr. Dehn, at the aol 7 beatre. ; 
EARLY and darley, what i is. the matter with 


you now; 1 HE 

Þearly and darley, are you eb pray tell me eo 
By, by, by, by, we ; 5 pety beaſa Ma Char; 

By pety beaſa; Oh, Ji Dear. ta... 


7 
"OR 4 2 

* 2 y ©, 
7 s 5 . 


Dearly and — my * hos cryed till hecag! t 3 
Pr and darley, Oh, Dear, and do you, {ill love 
me: 


By, by, by, by, by 5 een er Honey. 
Dearly and darley, come Kilb, kifs me, don't ſtay 


behind; 
Dearly and darley, you'll findn me ever true and kind : 


hs by, by, by, by; Kec. Oh, uy: Soul. 


SONG. 
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Sung by Mr. Delhi, al the Reyaly Theatre... +, 


l what a misfortune befel me to- day, 3 

O As I look'd for a pretty young girl; Fa 
They tumbled me into a large butt of {trong . 5 
I thought to be drowned: thereinn 7 

Be drowned therein, = drowned FE 5 

I thought to be drowned therein 
But what is the reaſon, I reel thus about, 
I am afraid the beer's got in my heady +" & 
T reel to and fro like a ſhip in a ſtorm, 
Oh, I wiſh I was ſafe in my bed; 

Safe in my bed, fafe in my bed; 

Oh, N aan I was ſafe i ON 8 Len ELLA 
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LEN 


— h Wes. Fo ox, at "the Ragalty © 7 Sar in the 
1 Entertainment of the Birth- Day. 


\HE while amon the. cars] throng, . Roos Twp 

Amintas ſwells the tuneful e 5 

His theme — our gracious lord; | . ol pe = ag 
Lal ſue to each ropitious pow'r, . fog „ 

To aid him in t the trying hour, M 


W \ 
7 * Sq x 7 * 1 


And e his worth ve tap ped 


NT bin ils God 4 ORE 
And thy all-powerful influence prove, 
Support his honeſt claim ; 
And thee, O Venus! I implore, 
To add (fair Queen) one favour more, 
Fe Nor beſtow'd by Fame. 
„ . 
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a by Mr N. Picker; at the ts Theatre, in 
the Entertainment of the Birth-Day, 


N effort ſo pleafing what ſwain can refuſe, 
A 'To fing on a theme ever dear to the muſe, 
A theme to which Phoebus alone ſhou'd aſpire, 
To carol thoſe virtues we can bur admire, 
Of Palzmon, whoſe bounty's diffus'd o'er the 
lains, 


Who's the pride and the boaſt and the j Joy of the 


ſwains- 


Of Fan &e. 


*« The 3 excuſe, who altho! to fuch heights 
« His muſe cannot ſoar, in the theme fill delights; 3 
** While Love and Ambitition has urg'd him to raiſe 
His voice, tho' ſo atileſs, to ſing in the praiſe 
Of Palæmon, whoſe bownly: s diffus'd o'er. the 
plains, 


Who's the pride and the boaſt and the joy of the 
| "ans. | 
Of P Amon 3 de. 


Tho' goodnefs unbounded wou'd hallow the verſe, 


So countleſs. its actions, nd lay can rehearſe; -*— 
All hearts they muſt live in where gratitude ſways, 
And infancy learn een to liſp in the praiſe 


Of Palæmon, whoſe bounty”s diffus'd. o'er the 


plains, 


Whole the pride and the boaſt and the "0 . 
| ſwains. r 
Of Palzmon, | & 3 
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LE „„ RON DEA. 
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Entertainment of” the. Birth Day. 
EE L, feel, the little flutt'rer feel; 


It beats and throw. 
No peace he knows, 5 Eo 


„ But pib-pat ganas, F575 725 27 17 2647 
It's ardent pulſe can't conceal. a 


# * » * — Ad 
» 


Still, fill, will hopes and fears 1 
And ſtill provoke my ardent t ighs 2 
This tim'rous breaſt, 
By doubt oppreſt,” 
Will ne'er have reſt,” PIETY 
Ungal Alexis dale the prize, TE 


Feel, ſeek be Une fopt'ret feel, 5 
My fond ſuſpenſe fo well reveal, 
It beats and throws, 

No peace it knows: 
But pit-pat 
Its „ 85 te Pea can't reveal, 


{Ot 14: 


nertaiiment * the Birrh-D Day. 
N pow 'rs unequal I employ - 


Your favour to obtain, 
Still Hope and Love ſhall fear deſtroy, 
. And nerve e my feeble ſtrain, Ho 
SY Fn A 5 . 


My fond ſuſpenſe ſo Well reveal, | 8 


fo by Miſs Burnet, at 6: 6, Royalty T, barre, is s the 


ar Fg 8 at the R, wells Tho in. ihe 


„ . 


While fam'd Palemon's-virtues n 1284 Þ 
And urg'd my riv. l's lay, 1 e 
Let me to great Amanda's fam 
Fas y_ FOUR oi: N 
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Bleſt 655 of o bter . | 
In whom is found combin' Ig 11 
A mein as gentle: esche ö 
With dignity of mind. 5 36:0 2 
When Sorrow tells the hapleſs „„ 
| Ta vais it never wes; 5 5. 
For gentle Pity muſt prevail, 
Where Sympat y ſubdues: 


9 


Tho? form'd to ſhine the pride of eguris, gn my na 75 
The ſimplè plain ſhe loves, iT 
Nor ſcorns the armlef rural ſports, . o_ ir 
Nor ſhuns the meads and groves. _ 11 75 
Then ſhepherds now your voices ig, 9 N 
And let the welkin ring, Bat 
Palæmon's and Amanda's praiſe 
- With Mo notes let $ . 5 8 0 
+ We . Gig) 501 y id 7 
Palzzmon and Amandas fair en 1 = 3 
Demand the grateful lay. 3 08 
With chearful notes we'll ren the air, , HR WE 
And loudeſt tribute pay. EL NY 
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Sung by: Mafter. Bra 9 1 at the 25 Nabe Bedtre}" in 
rhe Babe 0 of the B N ok : . 


ENTLE god, whole Bere Pod r "© a 


Ss f wok oy f 2 A 
Source of tender pte deſigh Fog orig * A | 1 
Pace days and rapt 7908 0 a YI 24 "My 
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Let thy kind influence ſned r ime abt 
Bleſſings o er the genial bed. e 


1 Grant each e . and happy ain,” ah es 
9 Like the Greateſt on the plain, 1 ” . 
May by their example ſhow, e e ol 
1 11 


i - © Love's the trueſt bliſs below. 
F 
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66 Still let wealth the miſer charm, 
1 Love can ne'er his boſom wa m 
2 « Let the hero for a nam .) 15 | 


E «« Seek that empty bubble, Fame, 1 Ps 

2 « Where the trumpet's voice from Naa F 

= . © Calls him to deſtructive war: N 

0 «« There, ambitious, Yeaſt his fight | 
«© With the horrors of the fight. | ; 
« Ye, {till bleſt with peace and love, . 
«« Share the joys of gods above. 2 **'æiÆfr 
Poſſeſt of eaſe and ev'ry joy, WY 5 


May each bleſt couple live, 
Nor care nor ſtrife their peace annoy, * 
N one dull moment give. 


* wa 9 ; 1 1 
S . O NW. eie 26, 
Sung in the 2 of T rue 4 * 55g 5 
Feds | Nancy. 5 ON 15 „2 
ND 24 3 leave th Nancy, 
And quit thy native y Rane 
It comes iuto my fancy, 5 
I ſhall ne er ſee these more. 
\ True Blue. f 
Ves I miſt leave eee Ou 4 
To humble haughty Spain, 2 e nas 8 


Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, . 1 : <a ne Of 5 
For we ſhall meet 5a 1072047 5.8 H ν,uν 
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Vou'll think on theſe green willows, 


8 | En, 1 12. 7} 


Nancy. th PIT A * £0 } 
44 the foaming Allows. 8 mo 2 8 e = 


When thund'ring cannons roar, 


And wiſh yourfelf o on n ſhore. 


Nor fire nor ſword 7 me, 
When glory points the way; 

Great George and England call me, 
And I with joy e 


May guardian gods 520078 . ; 


From water, fire, or ſteel, 
Ard may no fears affect thee, , * 
Like thoſe which now 1 feel. 
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78 10 Blue. 


I leave to Heav'n's proteQion, 

My life, my only dear. ; 

You have my ſoul's affection, 5 
S0 ſtill conclude. me here. 
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32 Fe dug in the Iaterluds of True Blue. . 


OW away. my brave boys: hoiſt the «tag, ot 
" the drum, ; 4 | 
Let the ſtreamers wave over the main.” Hog ; 
When old England ſhe calls us, wWe e e 1 
She ſhan't call a ſailor 1 in Vail. © 
"0 "Alread dy 
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Though we leave you and merrily venture our e, e 
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Already we ſeem an Arnada to chace, 15 eile 
Already behold the galleons ; 

Undaunted, unconquer d, look death i in the face, 
And return with a load of doubloons, . 


Then farewell for a time, lovely —— 


wives, 
Nancy fear not the fate of Prue Blne ; 


To our doxies we'll ever be true ; 
With ſpirit we go an Armada to chace, I 

With rapture behold the galleons,, ; 
Undaunted, unconquer'd, -look Heath 4 the: ford, 

And return with alogd of een bi 
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IME has not thinn'd my 1550 hairs... +, 755 1 
Nor bent me with his iron RANT; 


!. why ;{o ſean; dhe bloſſom tear, | 1 444 


"= Autumn yet the fruit demand . 
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1 1 . 
Let me enjoy the ch erful day, b 
Till many a year has o'er me rod ;. 8 
Pleas'd let me trifte-life away 83 . 4 
And fing of love ere I grow old. 58 
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fo by Mer. Fox, at be elo Fun, in the . 
_ Burletta of Hero and Leander«  - 
RE yet Aurora chace the dw o 
The lark his mittan ſong rene, ww 
And ſeems to chide the ſwains delay; Rf 
10 loſe fo ſweet a uy or day. EIT ee! 
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See from the ground Bis: mate ariſe,” FE. fag 2 4 
And ſeems to mock our wand'ring . ; 80 ibs 
Still as the foars; her notes decay, | 
Till the faint warblings die away. 
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Burletta f Hero and . | 2 


LAS ks chang'd the face of Mae, * 
A Hark, hark, the howling tempeſt {ings ; 


Ah now! the rebel winds ſhe feels, 
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Toſs'd on the billows, how ſhe reel s. 


She's now a wreck—Bechold on high, 
Exploded thunder rends the ſæy; 

A dread convulſion moves the ſhore; 
And rocks the deep, unmoy'd before. | 
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Sung & Mr. Arrowſmith, 8 the 3 5 Feen, d in 
the Burletla of Hero and neh. | 


RANSPAR E N T now, pe all ſerene, 
The gentle current flows 3 CCC 
Wide fancy draws the flait'ring ſcene: 5 
How fair the landſcape ſhews. © 


But ſoon its tranſient charms decay, 85 W (3 * 
When riff ling tempeſts blow; 525 


The ſoft deluſions fleet away ꝶ77 :9 


And pleaſure ends in MW WöM.. 
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Sung "oy: Mrs. Fox; 47 the Neyaliy Pane, in 1 
| Burletta 4 8 Hero aud Leander. | 


O Sir, be conſenting, be kind, and rg 

Releaſe theſe poor creatures, and Wan them aw ay ; 
Do but this, and you'll bnd, 3 
How good- natur d and kind, 


n . to my ſpouſe, by night and by. e * 


O, come now, ſweet over a pat &n discover: a. 
A fly little Cupid now locks in that ſmile ; 3 A 
Every maid muſt Iurrender | WS 0 Nh 
To fuch a commander; WH v 
You've. found ode wan my poor heartto beguile. 
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Behold, like Apollo, hisTinglets of yellow -- 7 
Behold, „how like Mars, at this moment che dad, 
1 His breath wd diſcloſes, Ia eyzb ing vid) 
The perfume of roſes; 
e his rhund - checla, and how: ana A 
TT ands. * A 
* gan NOW; (ſweet lover,ug&c. iT : 
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Sung by Mr. Banniſteri at the. Royalty Theatre, in the 
Burletta ö Hero and Leander. 
4 73A AY W £4 * * N SWN. * Wan re I 1 & gut, 
ARK: the trenifet ſaundualiri Bk e "AY 
The clam' rous harbipger Be: 
Rouze ſoldiers; rouze; te Arms, to A w 1 5 4 5 
The call my beating bo im Warms ; 2 29JR1g 0 
The foe inſults ouf native Höre, an bas eat 605 oy 
Angproydly mocks his ische 62 Fe 2s ii ba 
Air 
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Tbro' roſes and woddbines we'll rove 3 ä 


1. 26J 
Air. | 


O . of this happy land 3 
Deſcend! and bleſs thy chaſen ad 
Give us to meet the Caring foe ; 6 

'Tis liberty ſhall nerve Ce Wer ACS ES 


So when the toils of wars are 0 by 


And meek-ey'd peace unlocks her fore; 
Each ö — ero then ſhall-prove, 
A ſweet reward, in faithful love. — 


N . 1 


8 by Mr. e 8 the io ty 8 in 
the Burletia of Here. and Leander. 


WAKE my ſweet Hero, my heart's deareſt 

A treaſure ; | 
Leander now calls you to love and delight; 

»Tis Hymen ſhall. Gan ity love's fofteſt — 8 
Give our days all to. e and a 11 7925 the night, 


Awake rv my aste, uh Mass the ſweet _ 
ing; 
The acmonts/now dy me, Ast Gow difrefling 
O think of the joys, when carreſs'd and curreling. 
Atiſe, my-fveer Hero "als yowaway 
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Sung by Mr. Seereise aud Mrs. Fox, at the Royalty 
Theatre, in che Bux lerau of "Hero und Leander. 1 


O ME, now. wy ſieet love, to the "ore grove: | 
The graces are wailing for gouz 


0 b ie et 


nin A as all rue efavers « . 5 Ss 
1448 $6 wt i O take © 
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O take both my hand and my heart, a 
My lover I know het way”! er ; 
Till death ſhall direct us to part; „„ An ter_0f : 

We'll kiſs, as all erue· lobers do. 


Adieu then 60 übe and det dirs: e 
Fair virtue, our loves wil urſue? f 
We'll not know a moment of care; 


But kiſs, as all true- lovers do. | AS PUBS k. 
Wm 
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Sun 6 Maſter Braham,. at the Ro) alt 4 Thea * 
8 the Burletta of Hero a. eander , - : 


WEETEST pleaſures, never endings... WT 4 
8 Bleſſings which the Gods preſent, We ES 
Joys, with fe neth. of years inereaſinggg 
Roſy beat 2 and ſweet content 5 0 r 
Await the fair, and deck the youth, | : 
United in the bands of truth ee, eee 
And when old time, with: gen ein 2: Sb 3&8 3k _ 

Shall call, to, tell them, botk muſt die: BR 


Touch' d, as he. views their fondemhbrdge £7 
1 Il bleſs them fiſt, _ pals _ 5 
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ON exits 0 * 6. R 
Kale of PITS 8 
0 1] UE. aber moon's enamour'd ben 17 5 | 
Steals ſoftly through the night, bt : 7 4 N 


'To wanton in the winding ſtream, 


Aud kiſs reflekted Fight, 


| „„ 

To courts begone, heart- ſoothing a 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 8 

Whilſt 1 my wakeful vigils keep gdb Het ee in' >» 
With Kate of Aberdeen. eee eee "LEE 1 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant walty, 
In primroſe chaplets gay; EW 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, : 
And gives the promis'd Ma 
" ba. ap. and ſwains ſhall all declare 
romis'd May, when, ſeen, 
Not 1 alf If ſo fragrat, half fo A f 
As Kate of Aberdeen. "4 


15 Il tune my pipe to playful notes, i 
Ad rouſe yon nodding groove 
Till new-wak'd birds di dend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love; 
At her approach the lark miſtaxes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green - 3 
Fond bird ! 'tis not the Morning breaks, ALY of Y. 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 1755 Wes 


Now, blithſome, Gor ths: ges . ads a: but 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds WS ft 
Or ſing their love-tun d lay; 5 

Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims 2 queen: 

Thawymphs ang ains exulting cy. 


eres Kate of Aberdeen.” 
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"Ds 5 * Bannifter, in " Poor” Seldier. 


HE meadows "Tock chearful, the. kinks Greatly 
ling, 


So paily they carol the raiſes of Sprin 55 
e P pri TH Tho 


U 19. } 
"Tho? nature rejoices, poor North ſh mourn, 
Until her Pane again I oe 811) 


Ye laſſes ef Dublin; an; hide your gay charms,, 1 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah S fond 5 : - 
'T ho? ſattins and ribbons, and laces are fine, . 
They hide not h heart with ſuch: ſeeling-a5 wine. N 
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TER mouth, with a file 
Devoid of all MY, aa 40. 9 P 
Half open to view N d 1 an F 143 RIES 
Is the bud of the roc, $ WO: 
In the möf nihg that e 1044 B83 AR e 
e e de e eee 
More fragrant her breath 
Than the flow'r-ſcetited keath? 2 
At the dawning, of. day.; 5 
The hawthorn in bloom, 14 
The lily's perfume, Ye 1 
Or the bloſſoms of May· vm S073 (31 — 
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Tanks in the Sanger, at 12 vi F 0 


H O' I can't walk quite high, 
And in figures of eight. ht on 
Still circling my legs do their duty; 3 3 r 
You'll always obſerye,: , ee er 
Tha a eie ee, IN OA 
Is reckon'd the line of true beauty, 
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(He who Radic io v/v * 


| That his notes made hills, rocks and trees forages 


So can I in my way, + 
When a ſolo I play, + oi K 
Make them dance fall! as W . ſeraper, * | | 


Tho” at firſt on a ſutyey, 444654442445 449754 
Things ſeem topſy-turvy, 


When you're us d to't, they Jon's look ſo frightful; 


Still they move morę- or leſs, 
And good judges confeſs, 


Moving proſpects ae — 


The world's circular motion 
Is ſure no falſe notion 
For, tho' ſober I ne'er could. believe 3 . 
Truth in wine, boys, is found! ” 
Now l fee it turns round; 55 
| perceive it. 


He that's drunk can moſt plainly 


21 5 s ON G. 3 
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o. come, my jolly.lady;; | HR 19 
20 The 0 abaſts © Ee 13% 
wall crond 22 
Come buſtle, Vat buſtle, boys, 5 
Haul the boat; 1 
The boatſwain Pipes ud: 4 
The ſhip's unmber'd, 
All 3 on board; 5 
The riſing gale Wen ka K 5 
Fills ev'ry fail; | Er, 5 
The ſhip's well mann'd ar for "2 vic l 
Then fling the flowing bowl— „ 
Fond hopes ariſ— 1 e es 5% 2 
C0000 
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Shall bleſs each jovial kt, EE ODE TTY . 


The cann, boys, 2 + 
We'll drink and ſing, =_ | 6d 
While foaming, billows- roll. r 


The to the Spaniſh coaſt EF Fog 
We're bound to ſteer ))) nh on wn Rb 
We'll ſtill our rights ee 2 
Then bear a tw, bs Ready, ogy, 
Soon we'll fee | Sogn, 
ON Eagland, anceiagai.. {1 1244s, {8 
From, ſhore to hre 
While cannot radar r 035054 at 
Our tars ſhall ſhew.:; F . 
The haughty foe, 3 
Britannia rules: the main . 5 


2 en 5 doe deer „ Let Þ Us oh 5 
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Mo oe RT; £ : 
Sung tn the Der Dil. 
. _ Beavty's ſmiling eee E-Sjt 1 
Prepares the alked chain 'of — een 
The ſlave not long Love's pow'r ſhall own; 
For time Will Beaiity!s-cbarm remove. 92 
But when Minerva lends. her ald, miro 
With myſtio charms each link is i 4 ER * 
Tha' light — rofy. wreaths; they're made. 1732 
Enllav'd for life they hold mankind. 
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Jug l in Lev. in a Nan ; 


N love Would there meet a ſond pair, 
1 Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
as words are th' exceſs of the hearts | Ba 
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” SEEN 


Ly 
— 


fi. af Þ 

Ifaught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this ſide the ſtars dan be WY 1 

»Tis ſure, when that couple unite; Wund 2 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown By 5 
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MI. temples with cluſters of 4 ape Ply entwine, 

And barter all joy for a go re of Wine; 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer Py, + 7 94 77 

But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's ty an. 11 1080 
„ 

Vet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fil pp! £10992; 2a 

'Tis a folly with ſpirits Ne mine to Ap alt 


For what hty charms can be foun, "K 
If not Fl We the Peli e 0 f ſome FAS fi 1 8 
+: I © "a 

*Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture, impart, 

And lend a new: fpring to che pulſe ofthe ny 
The miſer himſelſ(ſo ſupreme is, hen Y) 
NO convert to love, and reſignscher . — V. 

z a0 t I ,οννπ ννιν,ẽ¾en 106 hu. 55 

At hs ſound of her voice; ſorro liſts up her head, ö 
And poverty liſtens, .welhpleas'd; from het ſhedy ; 
While age, än an extaſy, hobbliag along); ii 
Beats time with his enen tune of der Hug. 


Danna bt e 50H] JO? © 85; 


Reps wap eee bow W 


PII fill up a brimmer, re to the Kt; ; 


Tis the thirſt of a lover; and pledg e ge mg Who dare. 
* NM Th 


ing En s 32951 . Klus OF 198 11 


31S 10 Rötha 42 a 4106453 47 
S209 ei ite, 5:3 22d be $10.5 


riese Ic I "HO a 1 4 SONG. 
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„ 
; 9 76 Ho. 10 . 

ex 1; af e 8 

bug by N 's, i, be, 550 0 S 

E portſmen draw near, aud ye eee too, 
Who delight in the joys of the held; 3 

Mankind, tho? they blame, are all cager as you, i : 
And no one the conteſt will yield. 75 


His lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour, his glace, 
A hunting continually go; 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd i m. de cha, i 
Hark e Anke 121 y o. | 51 5 
1 1 * LETS! *33 
The lewyth will riſe with he gel of the mori, 3 
To hunt for a mortgage or dee 
The huſband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 15151 
And rides to the commons full ſpeed - ” 0 
The patriot is throw in purſuit of his e EY 
The poet, too, often lays low, „ 
Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, ei 
With hark la e Nhzzä, "tally ho, 1 98 5 ot 
White, e o'er Kits" and' er wens, We 
weep, of 
Tho? prudes on our paſtime May cn: 3 
How oft do they decency? s bounds over- leap,” , | 
And the fences of virtue breuk down. 
Thus, public or. private, for penſion, - for 3 


For amuſement, fer paſſion, for thew, 
All ranks and, degre es are engaged j in the e FR 
With bark x forwards, We all Y ho. 5 
ä . 3 ut 


3 7 1 { * 8 1 
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24 i 
HAM +3434 4 
S8 G N G 
The Origin of | Engliſh Liberty, 


52 the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quafſting ; 
A.err Momus, among them, was ſat as a gueſt, 


(Homer 5 the celeſtials lov'd laughing) 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 
So none bal his jokes diſapprove; 
He ſung, repai tee'd and ſome ſmart ftories cold, 
And at laſt thus begun upon Jove. . 3 
« Sirs ? Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, To 5 
««< Grows grievouſly tired of late; PETE 
« He ſays that mankind are much worſe than before, = 


So, he-begs to be'eas'd of their weight?“ 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was burld, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, ; 
Gare his daughter, Attraction, the charge of de W 40 ald. 
And ſhe hung it up high in bis hall. * 


Miſs pleas'd with, the prefent review'd the globe bound, 
To ſee what each mate was worth; 2 

Like a diamond, the whole with an ga bound, ps 

And ſhe variouſly, planted: the earth : 

With ſilver, 2 jewels, the India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 

What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe belkuw My] 
And freedom ſhe found flouriſh d here. 


Four rw nal birth the left in this Iſle, 


As-guardians to cheriſh the root; ME 
The bloſſoms of libert gan then to fmile, SR 
And Engliſtimew fed on the fruit. =. 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, = 
O preſerve it as free as twas given! (death, om 
« We will, while we've breath, nay, we'll graſp it in (238 
: 0 Them: return it untainted to heay' MT et? _ 


* , e 
„ 
* 3 
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IG s O N 8. 
7 am not Twenty. 
Gang by Mifs Newman, at V. apxbal, 


S chro' the grove, the other 2 8 2 37 
gang d ſo blythe and r EF £5 
Who ſhould | meet upon the 2 [2 1555 735 | 


But my true love Johnny e . = 2 
With eager haſt@#2 {724i . 
He claſp'd my wailt, PEA TH oY 
And kiſſes gave me gout; * 5 | 
Tho! I deny:d, 1 711 fl | 4 VCC 
And thus rep Va. 34454 © ) 
Dear lad -I am not FER: en e 
What's that to me, the PEP? 0. 

__ You're old enough to marry; 
Then come, ſweet laſs, and be my bride, 
No TTT 
But let's be gone, a . 2255 | 

Gre o ] ˙·» 
Where lads and laſſes plent ß, 

| Are filed with joy, . . 

And kiſs and toy, ; 4 ö 

Altho' an are not twenty. „ 5 


I liſten'd to his ſoothing als; © F069 # NB fs 
And gang'd wr him Sn 41% been NN 4 7 
| With ſong and pipe he did Prevail, noun fink 
He won my wiſhes: fairly: ee ee. 3 * 9&4 
: Oh! he's thetlad 8 M e 25 „ 13341 
That makes me glaaſhlh, 2 2 
With kiſſes ſweet and plengy : | 
80 1 declare. NE „ 
By all that! 8. fair, N te. 
FU ons tho? not b quits 415 5 ; | 


A 


8 O N G. 
Tie Reh Fair, . 


Sung H Mr. Arrowſmith, ar Freemaſons Hall. 


RISE, my roſy nymph of Mar,, / 
And with your CoLtn early ay. n 
To taſte the new-morn air, 
The lark bis tuneful notes hach rung, 
To hail you with a Bridal ſong 3 
. i my Ros x. Falk. 1 


Twelve moons are paſt this Mayday morn, 
Since you beneath the white blown thor = 
Avow'd to me, I ſwear, 
That this ſame hour you'd kindly yield; 
By ev'ry flow'r that deck the field, 

„ You ws my Ros v FAY R. 


No longer then ſuch bliſs deny, 

Put with your CoLin's ſuit comply, 
That he may ever wear 

That gentle, kind, and wiſh'd-for "BH | 

Which is to bind your CoL1n's ſwain, 
My OR Ros v FAIR. 


The Nymph ſhe haſten'd to her Love, 


Wich joy he led her to the groove. 7] 


And fragrant was the air; 
The linnets tuneful perch'd the ſpray, - % 
And warbled forth their dulcet lay 
e the Ros x Fabne; I 


Then bes hey 5 join'd the ry train, J 
In ſportive dance they tripp'd the plain, 
To * 5 e where MM 


* 


1 e,, 


: 13 it 'Þ 


4 > ds 


T7 1. 
| The golden chain, connubial band, 


To Cor1n bound the lilly hand 
Of his ſweet Rosy Fair. 0 


auu⁰u⁰uu⁰ u ν,νͤ̃ůbναννẽi: uh U NUN Un UN 
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— 


Sung by Mi. Leary, at Vauxhall 4 


* moon- light. on the green, Klee? 23" 
B Where lads and laſſes ſtray, | 
How ſweet the bloſſom'd bean! | £2 

How ſweet the new-made hay! 1 
But not to me ſo ſweet, | 
The bloſſoms on the thorn, 8 
As when my lad I meet, 
More freſh than May-day morn. 
Give me the lad ſae blithe and gay, 
_ Give me the tartan plaiddy ; 
For ſpite of all the wiſe can ſay, 
Pl wed my Highland Laddie, - 
My bonny . UK N „ 


His kin i 1s WEI as ſnow, 
His een are bonny blue, 
Like roſe-bud ſweet his mow, 
When wet with morning dew ; 
Young WII Is rich and great, | 
And fain would ca? me has, © MAS 
But what is pride or ſtatec © 8 
Without love” 8 ſmiling bliſs. | 
Give me the Lad, ke. . 


When firſt he talk'd of love, 
He look'd ſae blith and gay, 

His flame I did approve, | 
And cou'd na fay him nay ; 

Then to the kirk P11 haſte, * 


: 5 Ez: „ There 


. 
There prove my love and truth; 


Reward a love ſae chaſte, 
And wed the conſtant youth. 


* 


Gn me the Lad, "Ke. 


S O N . 
Hunting Song. 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall. 


ARK, hark, from the woodlands the loud wel- 
ling horn Fog 
Invites to the ſports of the chace, | __ 
How ruddy, how bright, and how cheerful the morn, = 
1 How healthy and blooming each face. = 
„ To the grove with Diana, I'll haften away, 
| | | Nor loſe the deliphts of the morn, | 
The hounds are all out, hark, hark forward, away, 
| While echo replies to the horn. 


Ly 


KY ' Gay health till attends thro” the ſports of the feld, 
r O'er mountain and valley we do | | 
{i Mar ö Ihe joy of the chace, health and pleaſure can ne. Vi 
. No * beyond it we raed. 6 = 

1 | To the grove, ae. . 83 
Our innocent paſtime 0 virgin may ihwe, _ =Y 

And the cenſure of envy defy, ; = 
While Cupid ſoon follow'd by grief and deſpair, | 1 


The ng of AE 1 deſtroy. pi 
To the grove, &c. . 


— 1 * b 4 98 . 
8 4 % is # 1 5 


SONG. 


C 29 ] 
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| M Haare Heart. | 
A Scotch Song, ſung by. Miſs Bertles, at Vauxhall — 


LOW on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rain, 
B To ſoothe. my tender grief, 5 
Your ſ>lemn muſic Julls my pain... OT OATH 
And yields a.ſhort relief. 
O my heart,. my heavy, heavy heart, 
__ Swells as 'rwoul be 4 in twain; 
No tongue can e'er deſcribe the ſmart, 
Nor I conceal its pain. 


The ſun,. which makes all nature JI 
| Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark ſhades I paſs the days 5 
Where echo ſleeping lies 
O-my hard Kc. oo 


The 806856 pakons f the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know, 52, 
Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 4 
If not the greateſt woe. f ate 
| | O my heart, &c. 


4 


$ 0 N.Q-;.-< e 


Tovely Anna. 55 
Sung by Mr. Wilſon, at Ranelagh.- _ 
W HEN lovely Anna firſt I view'd, 5 
Amid the num'rous throng; c 
Fearful my heart ſhould be ſubdu'd, | 
I thus addreſs'd my ſong | 
Sweet Son of Beauty, now forbear 
Thy bow to bend in vain ; | 
1 once enchain'd to all that* s dear + x EA 
My freedom will maintain. ; a 
| 333 | With 


[90 ©] 
With ſcornful look, the youth reply'd, 
Can nought thoſe charms inſpire ? 
To ſuch the Gods would be ally d, 
Perfection all admire. 
Aae ſtraight let fly an arrow keen, 
A chaſm wide was op'd ; 
Soft pleaſure flow'd, I view'd the mein, 
To gain her all I hop'd. 
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8 oO N G. 
The Dying Roſe. 
Sung by Mr. Wilſon, e e gh. 4 ; 


Sha bets 
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Recitative. 


IHE A wa en breath'd their ſtore, __- = 
And wav'd the gentle breeze; 1 

| The buſy day of toil was oer, = 
- And Nature ſought for eaſe. TE WW. 

% 5 4 | „ 


177. : . 1 555 2 
| : ; 


Twas near a daiſy-Iprinkl-d mead, EE = 
A bluſhing role I found, | En} 2s 
W aiiing its odours in the air, | 7 20 
Its lweetnets on the ground, 


Sweet flow'r, I cry'd, how ſhort thy 1 = - 
And ſnatch'd it to my breaſt: _ 3 

Here may*ſt thou ſhed thy laſt perfume, p 
And find eternal relt. ; i 


vet ne—to Delia's boſom fteal,. 
Who boaſts her youthful prime, 
And tell her plainly that her charms 


T oo ſoon muſt fade like thine, 
PSF * | Then 


Then on her boſom breathe 5 laſts e 
While [ thy fate deplore! 55 | 

And mark with ſorrow abthydoom, : 
That thou ſhalt bloom a0 mores. 1 7 


1 


| . 5 


| 8. 0 N 6. „ 
1 5 | 5 Mary of the Dale. 2. 4 : DEM 
5 K by Mere Wilony at Kall. 1 


AWA Sat the cool and fragrant hour, 
When evening ſeals upon the ſæky, 
When lovers ſeek the ſilent bowir, 
Young William taught the grove to a8; 3 
His heav'nly farm and beauteous air, 
Were like the flow'ry vale, . - 
Vet did he ſigh, and all for love. 
Of Mary of the Dale. N 


1 er the mountain peeps thi dawn, Fea 
ppreſs d with rief he'd often ſtray, e 
O 8 SOR Hill ad fertile lawn, 
To ſigh and weep his cares away: 
Tho' he had charms to win each fir, g 
That dwells within exalted ĩͤ noe 7 
vet did he figh, and all for oe 
Of Mary of the Dale.. Fs 1 f 


The merry dance, the chearful fog, 
Could now no more a charm impart, 
No more his hours glide ſmooth along, 
For grief lay heavy at his heart: 7 | 
This cheek, where health with beauty na. ; 
Was like the primroſe pale, : 
Sighing, he died; and all for hovers? > 10 Pub Dey 7 
: Gr np of the DIG? 323 


; ö ” % 7 ' 7 
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$ 0 N. G. 
0 Dear, 2 27 & Pleas 'd. : 
Sung by Miſs Poole. 


V. HEN Strephon appears, how my heart pic 
a pat | 
Shews = 7 emotions with which i it is ſeiz'd ; 
To the ſhepherd's bewitching gay innocent char, 

I cou'd liſten for e Aare 4 io ae. 


Tho' my grandmother frowns, and proteſts Im too 


youn 
With the lefſons of Capid ſo ſoon to be tejz'd; 
But fo ſweet is the honey that falls from his tongue, 


That I laugh at wy ee ot I'm ſo 


pleas'd. 


Shou'd he aſk me to wed. as he Hates to-day, 5 
When my hand he ſo "Toft and To tenderly ſqueez'd; 
He's fo pretty a ſwain, chat! can't ſay him n 


Im a reſoly! 2 to be wir e=O) We Tm a 6 Pleas d. 


9 


8.0 N 0. 0 
. by pt 3 at V dall G ardow. 


J. the found of che horn, 1; Sh 

l riſe 1 In the Win 55} a 
Apd waken the woods ag we thunder along. 1 

Your,” a, , 40 

After Reynard we go, 


While echo on echo we double the ſong. > 
: 22 * 4 1 Not 


C 
Not the ſtuds of the ſun 


Our brave covurſers gut- run. 
O'er the mound, horſe and hound, ſee us bound i in full 
cr 
: Like P we riſe FS 
To the height of the ſkies, 
And, careleſs of danger, five bars we defy... E 
We waken the ee de. 


At eve, bir, we ruſh, 
And are cloſe to his bruſh 1 
Alas he dies—ſee him. panting for break. 
Each feat and defeat 
We renew and repeat. 
1 of life, ſo we're in at the 3 
We waken the woods, &C. 2 


With a bottleat night, . 
We prolong the delight, _ 
"Mb Trina, we praiſe, s the deeds chat were 
one: 
And yoix, tally O, 
Tbe next morning we go, 
With Phœbus to-end, as we mount with the ſun. 


S ON G. 
- The Banks of Yarrow. }. 
£ e Mi Bertles, at Vauxhall Gardens. . 


HE morn was fair, ſoft was the air, 
_ . All Nature's ſweets were Feingins; 
The buds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were fnging. 
When on the. bent, wi' b ithe content, 
I firlt met Jem, . marrow: 
Whate'er betide, I'll be his bride, 
— the Banks of Yarrow c; 


„„ 8 


7 


of 


Fg 


; 1 

With him I'II ſtray, 

And fondly play. ; 
Upon the Banks of Yarrow, 


How ſweet his face, where ev'ry grace 
And manly beauty's planted ; 
His ſmiling een and comely mein, 
That nie perfection wanted. 
Fil never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow ; 85 
While his dear ſmiles all doubt beguiles 
Upon the Banks of Yarrow. | | 


O, Jem, if you. ſhould prove untrue, 

My ghailt ſhall foon affright ye: 

But if you're kind, wi' joyful mind, 

I'll ſtudy to delight ye. | 
Our years around wi' love are crown'd, 

From all things joy ſhall borrow ; 
Thus, none ſhall be more bleſt than we, 

Upon the banks of Yarrow. 

With him, &c. &c. 


8 O N G. 
Je Penſe à Hus. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall. 


E penſe à vous—whereer [ ſtray, 
While ſorrow marks my lonely way ;, 
Ihe ſports of Spring unmov'd | view, 
Alone I ſigh and think of you. 
| 1 : Je penſe à vous. 


Ah! why in abſence do mourn, 
Why vainly wiſh for your return; 


While- 


. 


Kat 


[ K 4 


While tranſient pleaſure you purſue, Fe 


Alone I " and think Ms Aon Sag 444 344 td 
| p _ Je e 2 a vous. . 


Come hs to chear our native plate | 
Return to bleſs a conſtant ſwain 8 
With love reward a love ſo true, 


O think of him who WOE a e WE: 
19 io Je penſe 3 vous, 1 


99007 seũᷣgG0⁰⁰ονEe 
S Oo N &. 8 N 


AE Ane ſailor haves: his home, : 
Each ſofter joy and eaſe : - 5 1 
To diſtant climes he loves to roam, 
Nor dreads the boiſt'rous ſeas. 1 


wh ' Te 2 


Is 


His heart, with dope of n ber. T : 
Scorns from the foe to run: „„ 

In battle terrors melt a ggg. 
As ſnow before 1h ſun... | . 


| Tho- all hes nations og the word 
Britannia's flag would low'r, 
Her banners ſlill ſhall wave unfurl'd, | | 
And dare their haughty po-] r! | | 


Bat ſee, Bellona mesches her ford; 
HFouſh'd is the angry main: 5 
The cannon's roar no more is heard; 95 


Sweet Peace reſumes her reign ! Os | . 
Loch SH e . e 5 
8 
1 n 4 
— & 5 112 * , 


8 0 N 1 | 
The World * 2 oft. 


WI the redious hours beguling- 1 eee 
; 'T with Dapbne fondly toy, 

| Heaven throughout her aſpect filing, | 

Big with unexhauſted joy! 


Soft content and love ants; | 
Wake each feeling into bliſs; * _ 1 

Thus employ'd and thus deli tees: rt Gans! Þ 
* Rapture breathes in-ev'ry kiſs. ts | 


What are then the boaſted treaſures, 
Pomp or Pride of erring man! 

Rich in Nature's choiceſt pleaſures, 
To enjoy is all our plan. | 


rr 


SONG. 
R 
Sung by Mre, Weighttn, ub Vauxhall: 
| % pang hark to the ſound of the vert winding: 


horn, age LE 
It invites to the chace, and awakens the morn; 3 
Hark, &c. 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 
While echo enraptur'd repeats the blithe ſtrain, 
Diana, &c. 


While Bacchus deprives us of reaſon and weahh, 
The ſports of the held give both pleaſure and health ; J 3 
3 Suc 


N 


. 
Such innocent paltimes enſure us all joys, 
Where no bus'neſs diſturbs, no malice deſtroys; 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 


While echo enraptur ee Fug blith ſtraĩ n. 


a: Diana, QC. | rh 
8 O N. 8. £ 0 A FE y — 


Written by Mr, Birch. 


1M E, like the winged courſer, flies, 

When youthful pleaſures round us ro i 
But ah! how faint, how ſlow he is, 
When grief or pain obſcures wy ſoul. 


No ſilken eords of love can eit 
Nor wealthy bribe entice his lay; 

Nor can the means the wretched. find 
_ + urge his cruel cold delay. 


The ſons of pleaſure never heed. 

The moments which their. tranſports crown . 
Too late perceive the traitor's ſpeed. 

And wonder. Way then 4 Joys are flown. + 


wiki , ns 


„The ſons of wos, with F tes, 3 

Wiſh every tedious minute gone 

Unmov'd the ſullen-tyrant hears — * 
Nor mend his pace, but. 3 


. 


» * 
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My Daddy 0. 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr, at V. Vauxhall. 


Y Daddy O was very good, L 
To make me fine he 5 no money, 
And ſcrape up filler all he cou'd, 
He'd ge'it to make his Jane look ANF | 
My cap it came from e ee 
In filken gown | bra'ly flaunted 3 
T ho! all I aſk'd was mine I ween, 5 
Vet my ha heigh ho | 72 
Oh! did plainly ſhew, 
There was ſomething yet poor N wanted. 


IT” r URS NE rg is 2 
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Blithe Jockey O upon his mare, 

Adoon the dell his horn rang ſweetly, 
Preſented at my feet the hare, ; 

That o'er the wild thyme ran ſo featly. - 

| James brought a noſegay for my breaſt, 

And myrtle flips himſelf had planted, . 

Gay Sandy too a lav 20008 neſt.” 2 
Yet, Ne... 


Young Patie O, his q ſo weel;” 

Can dance, they ſay he's worth a guinea ;- 
J. 1 prais'd his twa leg'd reel, | 
| Patie cry'd he's thine ſweet Jenny; „ 0 
When to our fair I gang'd awa, | | 

Gude troth I thought myſelf enchanted, | 
But tho' they'd gi — r Jt 16, 

Yet, & e. ; 


Sae fafily OI 2 Faun ty 
The moon ſae kind the while kept blinking, 
Stole out my ain true love to meet, 8 


Yet on falſe love J fell to thinking; 


3 


39 J | 
The yr leaves increaſe my fears, wt 8 
A footltep falls, my. boſom. pant; 
Oh ! joy, my OY now appears. 
And, &C. 


955 S N . 25 
Te Bowel. 


H! come, tou roſy God of wines - 
- Chaſe all ſorrow from my heart; 
Tis time enough ſure to repine, 
When the Bowl and. I ſhall part; 
For whilſt in that—ſuch charms I find, | 
Care—I give thee to the winds. i oy ie 


A 


When with hopeleſs love oppreſs'd,.. aa) 4115 
To thy ſhrine I off repair; i 
There is fourd both peace and reſt, 
There I baniſh gloomy care: 
Around my temples then entwine 
The ſweet enchanting heav'nly vine, 


When duns and Bailiffs teize my ſoukł 
With odious debt and odious jail; 
Then I fondly claſp the bowl, K 
And in the bottom look ſor bail; 
Nor look in vain—whilſt there I find, 5 
Jovial ſpirits—free and kind. 5 . 


= 


For when elated by their pow'r, . _ 
No jail | fear, nor debts unpaid; 
Jovial paſſes ev ry hour, 
Till their magic ſpells are laid: 
*Tis then, alas!—freed from the ſnare, _ 
I tole my bowl-—and find my care. 


so. 


[ 49 x 
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PR Molly. 


8 down on Banha's banks 1 ſtray'd, one evening 
in May, 
The little birds in blytheſt notes made vocal ev'ry ſpray ; ; 
They ſang their little tales of love, they ſang them o'er 
and o'er, 
Ah! * ma chollenogue, ma Molly aſhtore ! 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets the dawn of nature 
- yields, 

The primroſe pale, and vilet blue, lay ſcatter'd o'er 
the fields ; 

Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom I adore. 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 


I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing my ſad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel 
Molly's hate: 

How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her i in 
its Core ? 

Ah! gramachree, &c. 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear: ah! why did 
| I believe ? 
Yet who could think ſuch tender words were meant but 
to deceive? 
That love was all 1 ask'd on earth; nay, Heaven 
| could give no more. 
Ah! gramachree. 


O! had I all the flocks 3 graze on. 3 ke. 
_ 
Or low'd for 'me the num'rous herds that om green. 


ure fill, 
83 With, 


a) 
With her I love, I'd gladly mare my Kine and . | 


tore. | 
Ah e Ke. 5 £ 


1 


Two turtle doves, above my. head, far counting oh a 
bough: 
I envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them Fibo: 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe hew'd; but now, abe! 


— 


dis oer. | e 
wn a Pear 425. 
* PF ** 


Then 1 — 2 es my yy Molly 0 thy loſs te er 
moan; 
White 11 remains in Strephon- 8 hgart, "pl beat for 


these alone; 
Tho? thou art falſe, may Heay' a on thee, il its choiceſt 
bleſſings pour | 5 
Ab. rc e „ a fro ded tkety 


ung i in drtaxeraes 


HE ſoldier .tir'd of war's alarm 
Forſwears the clang of 1 — 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield, AY Ob 
Bat if the brazen. tr mpets 088% 
He burns with conquelt.to 14. e. Wy 2 55 
And dares again the field RY 3 


| ( @ ] 
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E gay ſons of Bacchus re deni th the bowl, | p 
1 *Tis the mirror that ſhews us mankinßd; 1 
Pride, envy, and malice, admit its controul, „ Pp 


And leave undisfigur'd the mind, bo Rents | 


The ſage, who of old wiſh'd a window were e plac'd 
To diſcover the haunts of the foul, 
Would have done full as well had he ply'd ev Ty gueſt; * 
| nd the 9 8 of the, bowl, 
Round the heart that is. honeſt, he bahn! it 1 
To cure eVry ſorrow that basks; 
But. to knayes and to ſlaves all its pleaſure denies, 
e e ſteals off their masks. | 


Then let pedants and milk ſops our bev'r Rüge Gin, 
It's virtues they never can know: 

While abe ply the bowl tis an ocean of fame, 
e wr — 4 of wot | 


$4 7 


: 8 TJ os 
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791 Eritten, ly Mr. Birch... Ing „ 


WARE, my love! in fmiles awake 1 OS 
For night withdraws her fable veil, ta 
he clouds of morn refulgent break, 
And odours breathe in ev 'ry gale. 


Ariſe! and aid the dawn, my Fair! 
Diſpute the bluſh with yonder Eaſt: 
Thy breath ſhall mock the fragrant air, 
The light thy radiant eyes inereaſe. 


5 1 Written, compoſed, and ſung by Mrs. W righten, at : 
0 3 Vauxhall. . : 
HE miſt from the mountains proclaim'd it was 
I morn, | | 5 
And the ſun chang'd the dew-drops to pearls on the 
| - thorn ; | „ 
The pipe and the tabor now ſweetly did ſounßd, 
While the birds in ſweet melody caroPd around; 
When the youth who at wreſtling laſt een won the 
1 prize. . e 
| Gently tapt at my window, and bade me ariſe; 
| Tho? I lik'd his attention, I urg'd him to go, 
And peeviſhly cried, Don't keep teazing me ſo. 


My old maiden Auut from her chamber came down; 
What! flirting with Strephon! cried ſhe with a frown z 
You'd better attend to your dairy and reel, / 
Than to thoſe who profeſs what they never can feel + 
I wiſh you'd be wiſe and dete all the men; £\ 
I will, Aunt, indeed, when l'm three-ſcore-and: ten; 
If I find to my grave Ja Maiden mult go, . 
Depend on't PI hate*em, for teazing me ſo. | 
But ſo preſſing is Strephon, -*tis not to be borne; 
He's juſt gain'd my promiſe, to meet him next morn, 
Where the nymphs and the {wains crown'd with chaps 
lots RR ² ͤ 8 
To hail the new May, by a dance on the green W 8 
Shou'd he kneel at my feet, and my pity implore, 
And repeat the ſoft oaths he ſo often has ſwore; 


Shou'd he pref; me to wed, I'Il to church with him 2%, 


| Twill cure him, I warrant; of teazing me fo, 
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8 O. N G. 
The Playthings of Life. — 
ow &y Mr. a e at Vauxhall. 


LL, men are mere children, all women the ſame, 
| Who, ineresſing ! in years, get a different name; 
But fill the purſuit of each great girl or boy, 
Is after ſome pretty, fantaſtic new toy; 
Which, when firſt obtain'd, for a moment they prize, 
Yet the next they deitroy, or neglect, or deſpiſe ; 
While the world's cne large nurs'ry of envy and ſtrife, 
Where the bantlings contend for the 1 88 wy life, 

The playthings, &c. 


What more than mere toys, 3 of 9 high renown, 
Are the Wihop : lawn Reeves, or the Judge” 8 Furr'd 
gon; 

What coronets, mitres, wigs, patches, or iden: 
What ribbands and medals, Caps, taffels and bands! 
What all tinfel of ſtate, jewels, garters, and ſtrings, 
Which kings can beſtow, and which deck even kings? 
Vet cheſe are the baubles that generate ſtrife, 
Among children who pant for the Playthings of life! 


Hark, t your paſſiun for gew- AWs. derte, - 

To few be attach*d, nor thoſe to excels; - 

For exceſs will to evil convert ev 'ry good, 

Your joy turn to anguiſh, to poiſon your food: | 

. While t Choice, made with prudence, by prudence 
confin'd,” 

Bids the body feel bliſs, without paining the mind ; 

And thus wife to huſband, and husband to. wife, 

Prove the beft and moſt permanent-playthings. of life. 


FF SONG. 


S ON G. 
Incuocation to C upid ! 


Written by Mr. Birch, 


e, 
by Er Virtue ſoothe the hoary age, 
et wine the gay inſpire: | 
Me ſofter numbers now engage, 
e, To Curio ſtrike the Iyre! 
e, Him, of immortal birth, I fing, 
e. Fair Venus' beauteous boy! 


Who tun'd Apollo's fav'rite . „55 


ö And wak'd the world to Joy." 
8 : 
d With burniſh'd bow and venom'd TR 
| 4 Olympus owns his ſway ; | 

Who caus'd the mighty thunder there 
; | To ſigh his hours away. 
+ . In vain we ſtrive his. pow r to fly, 
= Tooſurt he aims his dart; 

1 He revels in the brighteſt eye 


And warms the coldeſt heart, 


O, cou'd thoſe eyes my numbers move, 
To comfort as they wound ; 

| My whiteſt kid THow Gop or Loves! 
4 Should on thy ſhrine be bound! 


Or quit the throne of Flavia's eye, . 

1 Or Flavia's heart ſubdue: : 

Or grant at leaſt the pow 'r to fly, „„ 
4 Where F lavia can't FOG. 


SONG, 


Written by Peter 8 Eg. 


OW long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn 
| The cold regard of Delia's eye? 
1'he heart whoſe only guilt is love, 
Can Delia's ſoftneſs doom to die? 


Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear! 

Thy beauties, ah! divinely bright 
In one ſhort hour, by Delia's ſide, 

J paſs whole ages of delight. 


Vet tho' I lov'd thee more than life, 
Not to diſpleaſe a cruel maid, 

My tongue forbore its fondeſt tale, 

And murmur'd in the diſtant ſhade. 


What happier ſhepherd has thy ſmile, 
A bliſs for which I hourly pine; 
Some ſwain, perhaps, whoſe fertile vale, 
Whoſe fleecy flocks are more than mine. 


Few are the vales that Colin boaſts. 
And few the flocks thoſe vales that rove : 
I court not Delia's heart with wealth, 
ö A nobler bribe I offer—— Love. 


= 
* 


Yet, ſhould the virgin yield her hand, 
And, thoughtleſs, wed for wealth alone 

The a& may make my. boſom. bleed, 

But ſurely cannot bleſs her own. 


SONG. 
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Diear Ma y. Ts 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, at V. auxhall, ; 


* = 
. 


Arewell to Old England, thy white cliffs adieu! 
Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from 
ou ? : TY 5 & ON PRE, 
Tho' oceans divide me as wide as the pale, 
No diſtance can change the true love of my ſoul! | 
As well might my meſſmates determine to bale 
All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great pail, 
As divert my firm mind from its fond thought of you: 
Farewell to Old England—dear Mary, adieu! 


Dear Mary, adieu! can that love go to wreck, 
Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet. name on the deck? 
Nay, many 4ove-knots on the tops I have made, 
While guileleſs my ſhipmates at chequers have play'd. 
Their Sg are no 5 Han ſorrow. to me; 
My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee ;, 
More happy, by far, when Lm thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu! 


Yes, the hope of return's all the joy of a tar; 
»Tis his compaſs, his helm; tis his guide and his ſtar; 
"Tis impreſt on his boſom the moment he ſails; - 
It ſhortens long nights, and it quickens light gales. 
The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 
And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day: 
With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 
And changes adieu! into—welcome zeturn. 
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The Laſs of Dee. 

Sung by Mrs. Martyr, „ 


| Ne all the groves, in verdure gay, | 


Are derk'd to hail the ſpring ; 3 


Our flecey care ſecurely play, 


The birds melodious ſing. 
Ye blooming maids, and jocund ſwains, 
Aſſemble round this true, | 
And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 
To * the laſs of Dee. 
To praiſe, Kc. 1 


While fragant odours fill the air, . „ 


We haſte to yonder grove; 
And there, with rural ſports, prepare 
To hail her queen of love. 


Then come, ye nymphs and jocund Fains, 


Aſſemble round this tree, 7 
And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, ”- 28 
To Praiſe the 255 of Dee. „ 


Then, while ye tune the merry reed, 
We'll lead the dance with glee; 


Like graces on the queen of ſove, 


Our hearts from envy free: 

In · ruſtie ſtrains, we'll ever prove, 
Aſſembled Wund this ttee, 
That nympht with joy, and ſwains from love, 

Al pew che lafs of Dee. 


at 


SONG. 


* ++ + ＋ 14 I | ; 
\ 8 1 
* 


"0 E 
Vn rs „ 


- "' 49 15 
eee 
8 G N . 

Britons Rule the Waves. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'ns command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain : 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the Waves, 
For Britons never ſhall be ſlaves. 


'The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, | 
Mult in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Mutt in, &c. 

Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 

. Rule, Britannia, &C. 


'Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. | 
As the loud blaſt that tears the- fries... 
Serves but root thy native oak. 
Rule, Britannia, &Cc. 


"Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. | 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous ame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. - 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the und reign, 

"Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 

Thy cities ſhall, &c. 5 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 

And every ſhore it circles, thine, 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


C „ 


1 


Themuſos, Aill with freedom found, 
Shall to-thy happy coaſt repair, 
Shall, &c. | 


Bleſs'd ifle! with beauties, with matchleſ' beautios | 


crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 


For Britons never ſhall be ſlaves. 


$ O N G. 
The T aylor and Sempftreſs. 
Simile fimili gaudet. 


Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a et 
Who neer in his days taſted 2 Ha or 
_ claret; 

| With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 


But cabbage, beheve me, was his daily bread. 
| Derry down, de. 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 


When bleſs'd with a pint of hee threads for his lining; 5 


Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 


With a Sempfircls' 5 boakin deſtroy d his guietus. . 
Derry —_ &c. 


No longer a Birth: night affords any pleaſure, 

His patrterxs lie icatter'd, in tatters his mea/ure ; 

His þi/ls he contrives not with [tems to {well ; 

Silk, tauiſl, _ and . buckram, he damns them to 
. 1 Derry down, & c. 


Cupid, pitying his Us; at * Legt flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to nn the hole he had made 
He bade bim be beld, and not itand like a mute, 
W hoe'er finiſh'd without tirſt beginning a ſazt ? _ 
| Oy an 1 | 
N e 
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He viſits the Sempſtreſs with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs ;\ © © 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lackaday, was as ſharp as a needle. © | 
Derry down, &c, 


He told her on os 'rable terms he was come, 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 3 
Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 6 
The fate Hear: N foon cut his remnant of life. 

5 Derry down, &C. 


Do yu think; cry'd the Sempſtreſs, Ii take 2 


ſpouſe F 
One whom no one eſteems three i of a louſe ? 
Advance in your favour whateyer you can, 
A taylor is but the ninth. part of a man, 
Derry . &c, 


The taylor eswe wie tying entreatins, w 7 

And making ſuch ſpeeches Which ic 

A woman unmarry d was uſeleſs, he ſaid; 

Was Ju like a ee doit kent any threat. 
PDerry down, &c. 


When the: prieſthood k have tack? them togoier, be 
>” 00 oh 
For her palate when aainty, he'd nicely provide ; 5 
Tho' to turkies and capons he could not afpire, PL 
She might away TY. of- a gooſe at the fire.” 

15 Derry down, . 


As me work⸗d, he comtttehded ki fingers ſo nimble, 


And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than her | 


thimbls; © 92S" 


Tec 1 Wer bs wit, A ſo acted his part, * 232 4% 


That ( know not how 'rwas) he cabbag'd her 
heart, 


Derry down, &c. 


n A ; | | i . * 
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arce Your re beating; ; 


Fs hand i in a to the chapel they went, 


- 


7 5 52 . 
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Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent; 
Nove but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd ; 


For cro/5-legg'd together they lat *till they dy'd. 
Derry down, &c. 


. *. eee 
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PE by Mr. Daily, in the' Choice of Ate "HET 


S you mean. to. ſet4ail.for the.land- of delight, 
And in wedlock's: ſoft hammock to ſwing every 
night, | 

If you hope that your voyage ſucceſaful ſhould prove, 


Fill 0 lails with affection, Your cabbin with love. 
. Fill your ſails, &c. 


Let your heart, like the · mainmaſt, be ever upright, i 
And the union you boaſt, like your tackle, be tight; 
Of che ſhoals of Indiff'rence be ſure to keep clear, 


And the quickſands of jealouſ never come near. 
An the e &c. 


If huſbands-e'er hope to live peaceable lives, 
They muſt reckon | themſelves, give the helm to their 
wives; | 
For the evener we go, . the better we ſail, 
And on bjp- owe the helm is ſtill cul'd by the tall. 
15 And on ſhip-board, &c. 


Then un to your pilot; my boy, and be wiſe.; . 
If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims Ale. 5 
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adern, 


And: a « hundred to one Nn * double Cape Horn. 
| And a ed e. | 


{ 


hs . 5 nns. 
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V 
The Jh Waterman. 


ND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman, 
Who at Black-friars Brivige us'd for to ply? 
He feather'd his oais with ſuch {kill and dexteritys- + 

Winning each heart, and deliyhting each eye; 
He look'd-ſo'neat, and row'd fo Readily, 
The maidens all flock d in his boat fo readily ; 
And he ey d the young rogues with ſo charming an air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 5 


What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry; 
T was clean'd out fo neat, and ſo painted withal |. 

He was always firſt oars, hen the fine city ladies 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. | 

And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering. 
But 'rwas all one to Tom, their gibing and jecring ; 
For loving or liking, he little did care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen; 
- we row'd along, iaking of notes at all, 

' He was ply'd by a damſel fo lovely and charming, 
Tm N ſmil'd, and ſo ſtraightway in love he did 
fall. ö 5 „ 
And would this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrow, 

_ He'd wed her to- night, before it was morrow ; | 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd and never in want of a fare. 


4 


s O NS. 
The Prief's Advice. 
| Sung by Mr. ſſen. 1 5 


OU know Pm your Prieſt, and your conſcience 
is mine; TN TROY RET 
But if you grow wicked, its not a good fign, 
So leave off your raking, and marry a wife, 
And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life. 


Sing Ballynamono, oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, _ 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnow z 
So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepith your look, 

Yeu out with your ting, and I pull out my book. 


Sing Ballynamono, oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


I thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey. © 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
IT ſhut up book, and I pocket your gold. 
Sings (0; © 4 ria 3 nm niant 
That ſnug little guinea for me. 


N 


+ 
A 1 R. | 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, 


Mafter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping dreary dun, 
And hell get a wife as faſt as he can. | 
ol Wich 


With a haily, | | 
Gaily, . Rs PRE 
Gambo reily, 
Giggling, | 
Niggling, _ 
Galloping galloway, draggle- al dreary dun; 


I/faddled his fteed, ſo fine and ſo gay, „„ 
Galloping dreary dun; 5 
I mounted my mule, and we rode away, 

With our haily, &c. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; | 

The nightingale ſung inftead of the lark, 

| With her haily, &c. | 


We met with a Friar, and ated him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

By the Lord, fays the Friar, you are both Wings 
Wich your haily, &c. 


Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dun; 
We wander alone, like the babes i'the wood, 
With our haily, &c. 


My maſter's a fighting, and III take a peep, 

| Galloping dreary dun; | Tc; 

But now I think better—I'd' better go 1 . 
Wich my haily, &c. 3 
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Geod-Morrow to your Night-Cap. 
Surg by Mr. Edwin. 


E AR Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet *tis; 
* s bark, and cocks have crow'd out, 
ou never dream how late tis. 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
Fo have with you a bit of play. 
On two legs rid i, 
- Along, to bid a 
Good-morrow to your ni ight-cap. . 


Laſt night a little bowſy, _ 
With whiſky, ale, and eyder, 
Laſk'd young Betty Blowzy, 
Jo let me lit beſide her. 
Her anger roſe, - 
And, four as floes, = 
The littte gepfy cock'd her ; : 
Yet here Tee rid 
Along. to bid 
Good- morrow to your night-cap. 


6 33 the honey- ſuckle, 


« The daiſy and the vi'let 
1 Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, f 
They ' Il tempt you ſure to ſpoil it. 
«« Sweet Sall and Bell 
«« I've pleas'd fo well 
But hold, I muſt'nt kiſs and tell, 
«« So here I've rid 
Along, to bid 
62 een to Hour night- cap. 


d 
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The Humours of C ovent- Garden. 
(7; 0 the Tune of Rag-Fair) | 


LD dands hs ſung; how we e could boar” 
Of places much renowned, 
For bloody battles won and loft, - 
And royal monarchs crowned : 
But all thoſe deeds this age exceeds, 
They are not worth regarding, 
Some have declar'd, when once compar'd 
With famous Covent-Garden. | 


Firſt here's a church fam'd Jones did build; 
For people to be good in; 

Where ſermons, you may hear, are filPd 
With reaſons, like a pudding: 

Though in his clack, the man in black 
Is ſometimes very clever; 

Yet I've been told, both young. and. old 
Return as wiſe as ever. 


8 A 
$7 


Aud not far off, 1 Shake peare's ſhade 
His court is always keeping,” © 


Where Comedy is laughing made, 


And Tragedy is weeping. 
Here Romeo fighs, and Hamlet Hey; 
And brave Othello's undone; 


| To pleaſe the tolks, here's Shuter's Jokes, 1 


Or elſe che! cries of London. 


The Bedford news; my! muſe his found, 


A fight that's worth-your taking, "4 
Where Hobſter cries, with- pleaſing Rand, 
- *. Freſh coffee, Sir, is making. D 
Hes buſkin'd . in rich. elbarbs, 


* 1 40 _—_ Cs. 
„ ; 


Like _ 


t 1 
Like lords and '(quires bluſter: 


Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, fools, and wits, | 
An odd pn cluſter. 


Now Chas let us leer our courſe, 
The Auction-room invites us; 
Where Langford talks till he's grown 9 
And gapes as if he'd bite us. 
« Lot, number one, *tis finely done, 


„The head of Card*nal Fleury; ' 4 


4% Guineas, a ſcore, I aſk no more, 


« *Tis worth it, Pll aſſure you.“ 


Round Hunter's door young ſurgeons ſtand, 
Like crows, for carrion waiting ; ; 
Within behold the butch'ring band, 
On blood and bones debating. 

The doctor thus you hear diſcuſs, 

A larger vein here ſeen 1 is, 8 

«© Which, from the root begins to None 
And runs gate through the . 


Here Venus' ſons, more nice than wide, 
To Douglas's retire ; 

Who, often from Love's banquet riſe,” 

| As ſparks aſcend from fire. | 

Here Juſtice, tco, appears in view, 
With bandage o'er his peepers, 

And ſword held out, both long and ſtout, 
To guard the brothel-keepers. _ 


Here's bullies, gamblers, Dowie ad hows. 
Who daily do enſnare men; 
, Thief-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
| With Welch and Iriſh chairmen :.. 
And trav'lers, who the world go through, 
Have gwen atteſtation, | 
So 1 a place you cannot trace, 
In any other nation. 


— 
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The Charming Fellew. 
Sung in the Agreeable Sarprize. 
Why let them ſcold and bellow !. 


r while I live Tl love m og. 
He's ſuch a charming fe 


| Lv what care I for mam or dad ? Fe 
o 


The laſt fair-day, on yonder green, 
The youth he dane'd ſo well-o, 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet A fellow. 
The fair was over, night was come, „ 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow, 3 
Says he my dear, I'll ſee you home, . 
I thank'd the charming fello 7. 15 


We trudg'd alas; the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, my weeteſt Nell-o, 

P11 kiſs you here by this good light, 
Lord, what a charming. fellowel. 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp 4 my breath! | 
Ye bells ring out my knell⸗o _-. E's 
Again I'd die to ſweet a death 


With ſuch a charming fellow. 


60 ] 
Four and Twenty Fidlers. 
8 785 A Comic Medley. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


OUR DP twenty fid lers all in a row, 
Four and twenty fidlers, &c. | F 
1 here was fiddle faddle fiddle, and double demi- emi 
; uibble down below; 
This is my lady's birth-day, 
'Therefore we will keep holiday. 


Four and twenty devididies all in a row, 
Four and twenty drummers, &c. 
And there was I rub a dub, O rub a dub, 
And fiddle faddle dels, &c. 


Four and twenty trumpeters all in a row, 
Four and twenty trumpeters, &c. 
os was tantarararo, I rub a dub, 0 rab a dub; Kc. 


Four and twenty coblers all in a „ 
Four and twenty coblers, &c, | | 
There was coblers and _— awls, ſtop awls and 
coblers, | | 
And tantarararo, I rub a lab; &c. 


Four and twenty fencing-maſters all-in row, 
Four and twenty fencing-maſters, &c. 
There was puſh, carte and tierce, down with his heels 
and cut him acroſs, 
Coblers and ſtop awls, ſtop awls and coblers, & c. 


Four and twenty captains all in a row, 
Four and twenty captains, &c. 
There was d—d him, kick bim down ſtairs, _ 
7-4 Puſh, carte and tierce, dc. 5 


Four 
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I 
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| „ 

Four and twenty parſons all in a row, 
Four and twenty parſons, &. l 
There was Lord have mercy upon us, 

D—n him, kick him down ſtairs, &c. 


Four and twenty taylors all in a row, 5 
Four and twenty tay lors, &c. | 
There was one caught a louſe, another let him looſe ; "2 
D—n his eyes, ſays another, knock him down with 
the gooſe ; 
Lord have mercy upon us, ke. 


Four and twenty barbers all in a row, | 
Four and twenty barbers, e. * ORE, 
There was long wigs, toupees, frize, Ha powder 
der and pomatum, two ruffles and never a ſhirt; 
d—n'd hard times: walk in, your honours 
and ſhave for a penny. 
One caught a louſe, &c. 


- _ 


Four and twenty quakers all in a row, N 3 
Four and twenty quakers, &c. | 


There was Abram he begat Iſaac, and ine EN 


Jacob, and Jacob he open'd his arne, RT 
with e Wigs, ane, Sc. 5 


Four and twenty Dutch all ; ina row „ 
Four and twenty Dutchmen, ka hh 
There was Americanos, Spaniorum, Anders, 
Rotterdam, and d—nation ſeize them all to- 
gether—Abram he begat Iſaac, and Iſaac begat 
Jod, and Jacob open'd his generation box, 
with — Long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, powder 
and pomatum, two ruffles and never à ſhirt; 
d- n'd hard times; walk in your honours, and 
ſhave for a penn ny—One caught a louſe, another 
let him looſe—D—n his eyes, ſays another, 
knock him down with the gooſe—Lord have 
28 upon u—D—n him, * him down 
65 — 
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—puſh, carte and tierce; down with his heels, 
and cut him acroſs—Coblers and ſtop awls, ftop 
awls and coblers—Tantararo, I rub a dub, 
rub a dub— And fiddle faddle fiddle, 0 double 
demi: ſemi quibble down below, 
This is my lady's. birth-day, - 
Therefore we will keep nenn 


3 G. 
9 he Friend and FEY 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Poor Soldier, 


HE wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, | 
Will ſtill deſire to grow richer, | 1 
Sire me but theſe, I aſk no more, 4 
Muy charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. = 
My friend fo rare, my girl ſo fair, ; 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer, | 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, | 
With my ſweet girl, wy friend, and pircher | | 


. 2 ee ot Cats Dea FEES AN 
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From morning ſun I'd never grieve, 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher, 
If that, when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and ben, 
My friend ſo Fares Kg 


| Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my door, FT | 1 
1 know not what can bewitch her; | 
With all my heart—can I be poor, | | 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and e 
My friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, * | 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer, 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, | | 
Mur my get 281 wy Tad; and pitcher 
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Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in Sherwood "os 


HEN che chill Sirocco blows, 
And winter tells a heavy tale, 


Then give me ale, 
Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut brown, 
O give me ſtout brown ale. 
Ale in a Saxon cumkia "ay . 
Such as will make Grimalkin prate, | 
Bids valour burgeon 1 in tall men, 
Quiekens the poet's wit and pen. 
Deſpiſes fate - 
Old brown, &c. 


Ale that the plowman': s heart up keeps, 


And equals it to tyrant's thrones, _ 
That wipes the eye that over-weeps, 
And lulls in ſweet and dainty ſſeeps 

The o'er-wearied bones— — 
Old brown, &c. 


| Grand-child of Ceres, Bacchus' daughter, | 


Wine's emulous neighbour, if but ſtale; 


Ennobling all the nymphs af water, 
And filling each man's heart with Bache. 


Oh! give me ale, 
Old brown, &c. 


When pies, and daws, and rooks, and crows, . 
1 8 fir TO curſe the froſts and ow. | 


wy 


SONG, 


" $04; NG 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


HEN here's' to thee" Tom, and no- here's t6 5 


thee, Will, 
Since we're met let us ſing, and let's merrily af 
The bottle and bow! ſhan*nt a moment ſtand ſtill. 
Who knows when again we thus gaily may laugh: 
This day is our own, be the day without forrow, 
For life, my brave boys, ways 800 over to-morrow. 


Whate'er you intend, or to-do or o "IMP \ 
Make ſure of the nt and all will engt, 
For he who has liv'd as he ought all the day, © + 
May fleep with content on his pillow at night. 
Make ſure of to-day that the next mayn't be 1 
Since life, my brave boys, 1 be over to-morrow. 


Ye lovers who re young, and more fo DEM are old, 
Neglect not a moment to make the fair kind; 
For love has got wings, and your girls may be cold, 
If to-day you can'nt get them to be of your mind. 
If you loſe but an hour, it may be to your ſorrow, 
Love and life, my brave 188 may de over to-morrow. 
Then truſt not to-morrow, to- morrow's not here, 
To- day is the ſeaſon for buſineſs or playa 
Who've not loſt their time, can have nothing to fear, 
Who thinking of to-morrow are loſing to-day, 
Now, now eis our own, nought of time let us borrow, 
Let us live : as if uſe. ſnould be over to-morrow. 
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OME all ye young lovers, 5 wan with deſpair, 
_4 Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair; 
Who puff up their pride by enhancing; their charms, 


And tell them ' tis heaven to lie in their arms; _. 


Be wiſe by example, take pattern from me ; | 
For, let what will happens by Jove PII be free. 5 


Young Daphne I favs in the net ſoon 1 Was as caught 90 

I lied, and flatter'd, as cuſtom has taught; 

1 preſs 'd her to bliſs, which" the granted full ſoon ; $55) 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon... 
She vow'd the was ruin'd. I {aid it might be, 


I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove I'll be free. 


The next was you ng Phyllis, as bright as the morn, 


The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with (corn ; 

T laugh'd at her foliy, and told her my mind, . 
That none can be han ſome but ſuch as are kind.. 
Here pride and ill-nature were loi! upon me; 

For, 1n ſpite of fair races, by Jove PI 15 free. 


Let others call marriage the harbour of j joys ; 1 


Calm peace | delight in, and fly from all noiſe; 


Some chooſe to be hamper'd, ?is ſure a firange rage, 


And, like birds, they ting belt when they re Pub in 
a cage; 


 Confinement's the devil: - was ne'er _— 25 me; 


Let who will be bond- Ne 55 Ws, I'll be fre. 


Then let the briſk ben per r run over "he olaſs, 


In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, - 
| Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 


Nor thinks i: a wonder a lover ſhould cool. 
Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 


For, in ſpits: of grave — by Jove Lil be free. 
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| The Trifp Hunt. 


ARE, hark, jolly ſportſmen, a while to my tale, 
Which to gain your attention, I'm ſure cannot 

fail, 
Tis of lads, and of horſes, and dogs, that ne'er tire, 
O'er ſtone walls and hedges, thro' dale, bog, and briar. 


A 585 "yg ſuch 3 and a ſet of ſuch men, 

Tis a ſhrewd if ever you meet with again 

Had Nimrod the mightieſt 'of hunters, been there, 
Fore God he'd have ſhook ke an * for fear. 


Infbvortven ates; ſev'nty- four, 

The fifth of December, I chink ' twWas no rey 
At five in the mornin by moſt of the clocks, 
We rode _ Killuddery, in ſeareh of a TO 


T he Laughlins town landlord; the bold Owen Bray, 
And Squire Adair were with us that day, 
oe Debil, Hal Preſton, that huntſman ſo ſtout, 
Holmes, a few others, and ſo we ſet out. 


We caſt off our hounds for an hour or more, 

When Wanton ſet up a moſt tunable roar, 

Hark to Wanton, cry'd Joe, and the reſt were not lack, 
For Wanton's no trifler eſteem'd in the pack. 


Old Bonny and Colliers came readily in, 
Cnd every hound join'd in the muſical din; 
Had Diana been there ſhe'd been pleas'd to the life, 


au one —_ the lads ** a OO to wife, 1 
| en 


t 5 
Ten minutes paſt nine, was the time of the day, 
When Reyhard broke cover, and this was his way, 
As ftrong from Killegar, as tho' he could fear none, 
Away he bruſh'd round by the houſe of Kilternan. 


To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherry woods then 3 


Steep Shank-hill he climbed and to Ballymanglen, 
Bray commons he croſs'd, leapt Lord Angleſea's wall, 
And ſeem'd to ſay, little I value you all. | 


He ran Buſh's grove up to Carbury Byrns, | 
oe Debil, Hal Preſton, kept leading by turns, 
he earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſtout, 1 


Tho” he might have got in, yet he choſe to keep outs 


To Malpas high hill was the way then he flew, 
At Dalkeyſtone common we had him in view, 
He drove on by Bullock through Shrub Glanagery, 


And fo on to Mountown, where Lawrey grew weary. 


Thro' Rocheſter wood, like an arrow he paſs d, 
And came to.the ſteep hills of Dalkey atlalt, | 
There gallantly plung'd himſelf into the ſea, 

And faid in his heart ſure none dare follow me. 


But ſoon to bis colt he pereeiv d that no bounds, 


Could ſtop the purſuit of the ſtaunch mettled hounds, 


His policy here did pot ſerve him a ruſh, 
Five couple of tartars were hard at his bruſh. 


To recover the ſhore then again was his drift, 

But ere he could reach the top of-the cliff, 
He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, 
Being way-laid and kill'd by the reſt of the pack, 


At bis death there were preſent the lads that I've ſung, 


* 


Save Lawrey, who riding a 1 was flung, 
Thus ended at laſt a moſt delicate chaſe, 5 


That held five hours and ten minutes ſpace. 


We 


n 
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We and to Kilroddery's plentiful board, 

Where dwells hofpitality, truth, and my ons! | 
We talk'd o'er the chace, and we toaſted the health, 
Of they who ne*er varied for the places of wealth. 


Owen ions baulk'd a leap, ſays Hal Preſton "twas 
odd, 

"Twas ſhameful, ery'd Jack, by the great living G—, 

Said Preſton I hallow'd, get on tho? you fall, 

Or VIlleap over Py R your blind gelding and all. 


Each olaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, 


For pat ty affairs were canſgn'4d to the court, 


Thus we finiſh'd the reſt of the day and the night, 


In gay flowing dunner and ſocial W T2 


Then till the next —__ bid farewell to oo | 


brother, 
So ſome they went one way, and ſome went the other, 
As Phebus befriended our earlier roam, | 
So Luna took care in conducting us home. 


” 1 » 
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What 15 bat. to you. 


N Y. 232 5 Thave toil'd, 
The live- long ſummer's day, 


Till we were almoſt ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay 
Her kerchy was of Holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow ; 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear, 
| But what is that to you? 
Her OK was, dec. hea 
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Her ſtockings were of kerſy ene 
As tight as any ſilk; 


Oh ſuch a leg Was never ſeen; 


Her skin was white as milk. _. 
Her hair was black as one could wiſh; 
And ſweet, ſweet, was her mou. 
Oh! Jenny daintily can Ys 
But what is that to you 5 


The roſe and lily both 8 . 0 
To make my Jenny fair; „ | 
There is no benniſon like mine, 
have amidft no care: 
But, when another ſwain, my dear, 
Shall ſay you're fair to view, 
Let Jenny whiſper in his ear, 
Pray what 1 is that to you 5 


N ON. 
Sung by Mrs. W.ighten, in the Deſe-ter. 


Sg OMEHOW my ſpindle I miflaid, 


And loſt it underneath the graſs, 
Damon advancing, baw'd+ his head, 
And ſaid, what ſeek you pretty las? 
A little love, but urg'd with care, 
Oft leads a heart, a0 leads it far. 


Twas paſſ ng by. yon ſpreading oak, 1 
That I my ſpindle, loſt juſt now; THE 
His knife then kind'y Damon took, 
And from the tree eee | | 
X a link lov Te. 


85 Thus did the 5 his t time employ, 


While. me he tenderly behe!d. 


_He taik'd of love, I leap'd for j joy, ho 


For ah! my heart Ga Nene yield, HEE 
ff little *, 5 Co 
ON 
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: Fal de ral tit. 


4 by M . Edwin, in Har leguin Tage. 


5 WAS I learn'd a pretty ſong in France, 
And I brought it o'er the ſea by rac ag 
And when in Wapping I did dance, 
Oh! the like was never ſeen ; 
For I made the muſic loud for to play, 
All for to paſs the dull hours away, 
And when I had nothing left for to ſay, 
Then 1 ſung fal*de tit, &C. 


As I was walking Si Thames ſtreet, 
A ſhip- mate of mine I chanc'd for to- meet, 
And I was reſolv'd him for to treat 
With a cann of grog, gillio! 
A cann of grog they brought us ſtraight, 
All for to plenſure my ſhip- mate, | 
And ſatisfaction give him ſtraight, a 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. | 


The maccaronies next came in, | 1 * 

All dreſs'd ſo neat. and look'd fo trim, 
And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb. f 

Some was ſhort and ſome was tall, 

But *tis very well known that J lick'd them all, 

For I dous'd their heads _— the wah | 
Then I ſung fal de ral Ut, &c Bl | 


The Landlord chow aloud did fay;. 841 

As how he wad I wou'd go away, 

And if I attempted for to ſtay, | 
As how he'd take the la? 


p = - 
, 


For I've not ſcarcely quench'd my a ; 
Then FE ſung. fal de ral tit, &c. 


Lord d—me, ſays I, you may-do meats YE 
All this I ſaid, and- nothing) worle;, . 


„ 

Jos when Fhave:crofs'dithe raging main, wy 
And be come back to England again, Te. 
Of grog I'll drink galore; p 4 
With a pretty girl to fit by my ſide, | | 
And for her coſtly robes I'll provide, 
So that ſhe ſhall be ſatisßed, 1 

n L ſing fal mM ral tit. 8 


* 
In 3 3 


ER E' s to the maid of baſhful ffteen, 
. Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; | 85 1 5 2 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, N b 
And here's to. the houſewite that's r 3 
Let che toaſt paſs, | 
Drink to the lats, 
I warrant: he'll prove an excuſe-for the glaſs, 


| Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 

| Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, , 
4 And here's to her that's but one, Sir. | 1 7 

| Let the toaſt paſs, &c. * 
Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
Aud to her that's as brown as a berry: 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, , 

And here's to the girl chat i nnn 5 1 K 
Let the toaſt pals, &c. | £54 


= 


Let her be clumly, or let hepa (lm; forts 5 
Young, or ancient, I care not a feather : 5888 5 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, | 
And eben lei us toaſt them together. | 
Let the toait paſs, 7 8 
Drink to the laſs, S ) 8 - 
J warrant ſhe'll. prove ag excuſe for the glaſs. ; | 
| _ SONG, 
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„ 
: A Soldie, s Song. 


Fa by Mr. Banniſter. 


OW ſtands the glaſs around, 
For ſhame, you take no care, my r 

How ſtands the glaſs around, 

Let mirth and wine ibound:; 

The trumpets ſound, _ 
The colours they are lying, boys, 

Jo fight, kill, or wound; 

May we fil be found, | 
Content with our hard fate, my boys, 

On the cold ground. 


W by: ſoldiers, Why, 

Should we be melancholy, boys, 

: Why, ſoldiers, why, ; 

Whoſe bus'neſs *tis to die! 
What ſighing, fie! 

Drown fear, drink on, be jolly, boy. 
Tis be; you, or I! ; | 
Cold, bot, wet, or dry, | | | 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn g e 333 a 
Tis but in win | 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys, | 


—. 05S eo $1 a6 2-7 | 
For ſoldiers to Kenna ; $25 | | 
Should next compaign 2 7 


Send us to him who made us; boys, 
We're free from pain; 

Bus if we. remain, a 5 
A bottle and kind landlady 5 | 
P,, einen „ | 
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Ina Moſes vaſh ſhit, py TY” quite out of fear. 


Ls 
boese ẽęwuoeo 9900008 
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. Old Choaths Men. 
Or, Moſes and Abram's bad bargain. 


Croker, 


A very great man, and a very great joker, 
In the courſe of my ditty you'll find it is true, 


O doubt but you) ve heard of the famous  Loid 


As the ſtory 1 is told by old Abrams the jew. 


Py Cod it iſh true vat ['m going to ſhay, 


' Aſhin Burlington- ireet I waſh calling one tay, 


A gentleman's ſhervant cried hip maiſter Jew, 
I have cot a cood bargaie come hither — 4 view 


So I ſhaid, brother Moſes, as he waſh * me, 
Here ich a cood bargain, let us bote go and ſhee; 

De ſhervant belongs to Lord Eroker, I gueſs, 
We'll ſheat him ſo ſure as Cod thall us pleſs. _ 

So he ſhew'd us ſome cloaſſi dat vath look fery fine, 
And it vaſh in de room vere my Lord he vaſh dine, 
Ne bargain vaſh ſtruck, he went out to get ſhange, 
And lef. Moſes and me thro? de whole oC to range. 


Py Cod we vaſh inking to pack de plate, 


Vich we ſhaw in great plenty, of very 5 5 weight; 
When my Lord was come in, fult of laughter and fun, 


Vick finiſh'd dat buſi neſs before ith begun. 


Py Cod, ſhays my Lord, you are fery good follows, 
Vill you do me a favor, ib prithee come teil us?: 
So frigliten'd vere we, dat we ſhaid, dat we wou'd, 
(Vith a certain proviſo,: vich raſh) 11 wee 3 


»Tis caly, mays he, on them cloathes for to fie, 


Cood Cod we ery'd bote we cannot do won bit; 
But my Lord drew his ſhword,-andſho' f — 5 


But 


- 1 74 
But when dat he found dat I could not ſhite too, 
He ſhu ore I ſhou'd eat it without more a do: | 


Sho I eat it ali. up, tiſi true vat | cell ye, 
Or he would have run his thword quite tha? my belly. 


His Lordſhip then kickt us bote out of door, 
And he call'd us bote twindling ſon of a whore; 
Our bargain vaſh loſt, and our change never got, 
So Moſes and I had a fery bad lor. 
Then all ye Shew merchants who deal in old cloaſh, 
Take care vat good bargains ſome folks may propoſe ; 
Or, like Moſes and me, you may take bote our word, 
You may have in your belly a O) or a td, 


| sendende 
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Sun g at the Maſquerade. 


Wn Was a flaſh man of St. Giles, 
Wi - And I fell in love with. Nelly Stiles, 7 
| | And 1 padded the hoof for many miles, _ -/ 
Jo ſhew the ſtrength of my fame; | 
In the Strand and at the Agmiralty, 1 
She picks up the flats as they paſs by. | 
And I mills their wipes from their tide e 


And 1 . fal de * ut. 


1 " * 9 * e 
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'The brit time 1 faw ws Gaming mott 


It was at the ſign of the Pewter Pot, 
We call'd for ſame purl, and they brou't TY 5 


With gin and bitters too; 411 K H 
We threw off our ſlang to high and low, 1 
For we were reſolv'd to breed a r) 


— 


And we got as drunk as David's ſow , 
; Thea we OG fal de ral bits Gees W 


45 3 « , 
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ny Ea 0 


As we were roaring forth a catch, 


It was twelve o'clock, and we wak'd the watch, 


At his jazey then I made a ſnatch, 
And try'd to nab his rattle 
But I miſs'd my aim, and down I fell, 
So then he charg'd both me and Nell, 
And bundled us both to St. Martin's cell, 
Where we ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


We paſs'd the night in love away, 


* 


And before Juſtice H—de were had the next day, 
When, becauſe we cou'd not three hog pay, | 


Why, we was ſent io quod; 
In quod we paſs'd three diſmal weeks, 
Till Nell with crying ſwell'd her checks, 
And I damn'd the quorum all for-ſaeaks, 
And then ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


From Newgate bars we now be free, 
And Nell and I ſo well agree, 
That we live in perfect harmony, 
With bub and grub our fill; 
For we have ſtagg'd a precious go, 
And queer'd the flats at thrums EQ; 
Every night in Titmouſe Row, 
Where we ling fal de ral tit, &c. 


All you that live at your wits end, 
Unto my maxim pray attend, 
Never deſpair to find a friend, 
While the flats have bit abroad; 
For Nelly and I, why we keep a gig, 
And roll fo grand, ſo flaſh, and big, 
And we're up to every knowing rig, 
And we ſings fal de ral tit, &c. _ 


SONG. 
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27 oe Vicar and\Moſes. 


T the ſign of the Horſe, old Spintext of courſe 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, 
Oer a jorum of nappy, quite pleaſant and happy, 
Was plac'd the canenical fot. 
Lol derol, dei ol, tidel, didel. 


The evening was dark, when 1n came the clerk, 
With reverence due And ſubmiſſion; 

Firſt ſtrok'd his cravat, then twirl'd round his bat, 
And bowing, preferr'd his petition. | 


I'm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, dye ſee, 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, 
To inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as may be, 
And III walk with a 28 4 before you. 


The body we'll bury, but 15 .where's the hurry 
Why, Lord, Sir, the corpſe it does. lay ! | 

You fool, hold your peace, ſince miracles. ceaſe, | 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away. | ö 


Then Moſes he ſmil'd, ſaying, Sir, a Kell child 
Cannot long delay your intentions; | 

Why, that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmal! 
Can never enlarge it's dimeufions. ö 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome, d'ye hear, 
I. hate to be call'd from my liquor, 

Come, Moſes, the King, tis a: ſcandalous thing, 
Such a ſubject ſhould be. but a Vicar. ©. 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir, tis paſt twelve clock, 
Wu, 


_ Beſides there's a terrible ſhow'r ; 


. 9 1 
Why, Moſes, you- elf, ſince the clock has rock, 


twelve, 
I'm ſure i it can never ſtrike more. 


363% 


' Beſides, my dear friend, this leſſon attend, = 
Which to ſay and to ſwear I'll be bold, 
Fhat the corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't NN that's 
e plain, | 
But perbaps you or T may take eold. 


N Then Moſes went on, Sir, the clock has ſtruck one! 
; Pray maſter look up at the hand: 
Why, it neter can ſtrike lefs, *tis a folly to preſs 
A man for to go—that can't ſtand. 


. At length hat and cloak old orthodox took, 
But firſt cramm'd his jaw with a quid; 
Each tipt off a gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ſtagger'd mu ide by ſide. 


When come to the grave, the clerk humm'd a ſlave, 
Whilſt the ſurplus was wrapt round the Prieſt, 

And fo droll was the figure-of Moſes and Vicar, 
That the pariſh ill talk of the jeſt; 4 


Good people let's pray, put the corpſe t'other way, 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble ; 
Tis beſt to take care, tho? the ſages e e 
| A moriuum caput can't cremble. 


Woman char! s born of man, that's wrong, the leaf 
torn, 
Oh! man that is born of a woman, 
ear, Can't continue an hour, but's cut down like a flower, 
=. You ſee, Moſes ,—death ſpareth no man! : 


Hadi Moſes, do look, what a contented bock, 
Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down; | 
k, Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 
That this Straban ſhould print for the Crown. 
| D 3 Prithee 


Vhys 


C793 
Prithee Moſes, you read, for I cannot 1 
And bury the corpſe in my ſtead, 5 
(Amen, amen.) 
Why, Moſes, you're wrong, pray hold lin your 
tongue, 
| You've taken the tail for the head. 


O, where's thy ſting, death !—put the corpſe in the 
earth ; | | 
For, believe me, tis terrible weather.— 
So the corpſe was interr'd, without praying a word, 


And AWAY they both bagger d together. 
Singing tol derol, Cc. 


JJ 
FO N 
The Roaſt Beef of Old England. 


; EKRecitalive. 


57 we AS at 1 gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
(M here ſad deſpair and famine a ways dwells) 

A meagre Frenchman, madam Grandfire's cook, 

As home he fteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Prloin, 

On which, in vain, he often wiſh'd to dine. 

Good father Duminic, by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 

Who, when he firlt beheld the greaſy load, | 

His bhenediction on it he beſtow'd ; 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs” d, 

He Heck d his chops, and thus the knight addreſs' d. 


Ain. — 4 lovely Lf 10 a F riar came, de. 


0 rare roaſt beef! 1 lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 


When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, g 
| : | And 


r 


c 


His fellow. guard, of right Hibernian clay, 


By honeſt means to gain his daily breddzʒ 


And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy coun * 7 Dake bs 
Should from my fury ſave thee. © 
Renown d firloia, oft-times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad'; ©. 
On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Fete, palate : 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
 Soup-meagre, frogs and fallad! 


— 


Necitative 


+ 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz*d with wonder on the Britiſh food: 


A lalf-ftarv'd ſoldier, ſhircdefs, "pale, and lean, 


His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole ; 


He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief, 


f 


P * 


© © dir m—-Foott's Minue. 


h, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look fo tempting, red and vite ? 
Begar it be de roaſt beef from Londre ; 

O! grant to me van letal bite. 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 

And cruel fate dis boon denies, : 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt mine eyes. 


KRecitative. 


* 


(Whoſe brazen front his country did betray) 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, ak 


1 Soon 


[ 80 | } uy 
Soon as the well-known proſpe he deſery' 'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry d: 


Ai. 2 a Roon. 


Sweet beef, that now cawes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
| So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy that ſo light is, ; 
To view thee, by pailſuls runs out of my eyes. 
While here | remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here remain, my life's not worth a ING: | 
Ab, hard-hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you? 
The gallows ea: kind, would have ſav'd me from 
n. | 


” Bp the ground, hard * poor Sawney be 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy* A5 

His dear lot'd mull, alas! was thrown aide : 

With lifted bands he bleſs'd his native place, 
* hen ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe : 


ain. 1 of C UP AT | 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe o late, | 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great. 
O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 
I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet i it would gang down ! 


Ab, Charley! 1 hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'cr had happ'd to me; e 
1 would 


5 
I would the de'il had pick'd mine een, 


Ere I had gang'd with thee. 
; O the beef, &c. 


 Recttative. 


But ſee, my muſe to England takes her flight, 

Where health and plenty ſocially unite: | 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known; 
Tho? Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 

In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


Air. 


As once on a time, a young frog pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 


He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, © 
Cry'd, ſon, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame. | 

O the roatt beef, &c. 


But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 

An effort he ventur'd, more ſtrong than the firſt, 

Till, ſwelling and training too hard, made him burſt, 
| | O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear; 

The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur,” 

Whoſe puffs and ravadoes we need never fear, 
| O the roaſt beef, cc. 


| For while by our commerce and arts we are able 

To ſee the ſirloin ſmoaking hot on our'table; © 

The French may eben burit, like the frog in the fable. 
. FE O the roalt beef, &c, 


D 5 SONG, 
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Sung by Mrs. Crouch, in the 8 Bears. | 


SWEET roſy fleep! Oh do not fly, 
8 Bind thy foft fillet on his eye, 
That o'er each grave my own may rove, 
And feaſt my habfteſs, joyleſs love! 


For when he lifts theſe ſhading lids, 
His chilling flame ſuch bliſs forbids— 
'Then roſy fleep, Oh, do not fly, 
But hind iy fillet on his eye. 


8 . 
Dan, Votre Lit. 
Sung by Mr. Tohn/?one. 
AN s votre lit, that bright parterre; 
Should Flora bloom a lilly fair, 
A ſmiling jonquil I ſhould be, 


To blow py flower) beſide of thee,” < 
Dans votre Lit, Oe. 
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Or ORAL in the thorny buſh, - 
You droop to hide the roſes bluſh ; 
The leafy umbrage make of me, 
And in this breaſt you U ſhelter'd be. 
Dans votre Lit, & e. 


* * 1 ; 
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When every flower that paints the ground, 
Throws ſmiles and odours all around; 
Sweet flower, I'll prove thy faithful bee, 
And honey PR =O none but thee. i 
Dans votre Lit, 2" 7 NE 
+ = SONG. 
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| i Ma. Chere Oe : 
Sung by Mr, Incledon. 0 
A chere Amie, my charming fair, 
Whoſe ſmiles can baniſh every care, 


In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, 


Whoſe poly > care is love of thee. 
8 Ma chere Anie, Ge. Es 


* 


Under ſweet frei s ſacred name, 


My boſom caug ht the tender flame 2 f 
May friendſhip in thy boſom dee. PT”, 
Converted into love for me. | 4 


\ Af. clove ai Se. 


Together rear'd, togerhit g grown, | 
Oh! let us now unite in one 
Let pity ſoften thy decree, 4244444474454 4-444 
I droop dear maid, I Go for thee. 
| | Ma chere Amie, Ec. 


rc ,, 
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, avourtte: Ballad of lu. 


Sung by Miſe ca at Freemaſons. Hall. 
| V. Hal called ſoftly, Riſe, my dear! 


"Tis I your true love can't you r. * 
He tapp'd and tapp'd, impatient grown, 
1 2 he call'd and ſaid, 
Why Nancy love won't you come down 72 
e Ne, , e che maid. 
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F441 
«« The wind is bleak, the night is dark; 
HDiſturbed the village watch- dogs bark; 
% Full five long miles for thee I've come, 
„ Ofer dreary moorlands ftray'd ; 
% Riſe from thy bed and make me room, 
% No, no!“ reply'd the maid. - 


Then doleful turn'd he from the door, „ ab 
And curs'd his fate and love forfwore 5 - 
But as he turn'd, he heard the key, 
As tho' to creak afraid; = _ 
% You'll not prove falſe, ſure,” whiſpers ſhe. — 
| «« No, no, my charming med * 


Thrice kiſs'd the lovers, thrice the elocke 
. Beat on the bell, thrice crow'd the cock. 
Yet ſtill right loath was Hal to go, 
Tho Naney beg d and pray'd ; 
Till laughing, neighbours cried ** Oh, oh! 
5 I ſo my pretty wad?” 


V 
ke Mon Cour Alien. = 
Sang i in as Girl in Scyle, by Mr Tohn/ione. 
Tune, Ma chere „ | 
"ON Ceeur; ed young Lubin cries, | 
And tow'rds the diſtant amp he flies; 
Vet turns fair Annette's haunts to view, 


And ſighs, yon e ae blue. 
| Men Cour, adieu. 


The Beacon's a fait Anni won, 
- Her Lubin's arms reflects the ſun ; . 
The ſun too ſoon his ray withdrew, > 5 
She * ſeals my lover true. TH © 
Mon Coe, adies. | 
nigh SONG. 


s O N G. 


Lang by Mr. PE, at the Al ee Society. 5 
"Lo Anacreon in heaw' a, where he far in full a 


„„ 227895 
few ſons of harmohy ſent a petition,” Kea bad 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be 
When this anſwer arriv'd from the Jolly old Gre. 
clan: 4 $4 24 8 ; 
5, Voice, gddle, and 8 | 
No longer be mute, 
« I'll tend ye my name, and inſpire ye to boot; 
« And, beſides, I'll inſtruct you like me to intwine 


% The worde of Venus wth: Th 5368 $ vine. 4 


The news through ine imhelfately FR ; 
When old Thunder pretended to give binſar airs ; 
f theſe mortals are fuffer'd their ſcheme to korſoe, : 
'« The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs. - 
« Haik? already they cry, 
In tranſports of joy, 
„ Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly, -  - 
« And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to intwine 
c« Th Myrtle of enus with ee 8 * . 


« The 3 god and his nine « full aide | 
„ From Helicon's banks will incontinent fle 
„dalia will boaft but of tenantleſs ſhades, -* © 
„% And the biforked hilt a mere deſart will be: 
My thunder, no fear on't,. | 
10 Shall ſoon do it's errand, 
And, damn me, I'll lwinge the ringleader, 3 1 war- 
rants. x: 
« [I'll trim the young dogs, for "FE daring io bine 
The myrtle FE Veaus Ling Nene finer? - 1H; 


11 PREY * 7 
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« Apollo roſe up, 8 ſaid, “ Pr'ythee ne'er quarrel, 
„ Gobd king of the gods, with my vot'ries below : 
„ Your thunder is uſelefſs — Then ſhewing his laurel, 
Cried, «+ ary evitabile fulmen, you know |! 
Then over each head 
5 4 105 laurel I'll ſpread, 
„So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief Wall We 
dread, 
« Whilit, ſnug in their club- room, they be 
'twine 
« The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus s vine. 


Next Momus got up, with his riſible phiz, 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join. 
„The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh, wall 
be mine 
Then, Jove, be not ed 
«« Of theſe honeſt ſellows: 
Cried Jove, We relent, ings he truth you now tell 
: . Ws i | 
« And ſwear, by old Styx, that they long ſhall in- 
twine f 
«« The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine!” 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand . 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love 
Tis your's to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd; 
You've the ſanction of gods, and the fiat of Jore. 


» While thus we agree, 
Our toaſt let it, be, oy 
May our club flouriſh happy, SM and . LE 


And long may the ſons of Anacreon i intwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


$S$+++ eee Porter ovens 
3&9] $1587 "2 88 N G. 
nals Lung * Mrs. Kennedy, in F enteinbeas 

/ TF HE Britiſh lion is my bgn, 5 


A roaring trade I drive on; 1 
871 oe . 2 Right 


b 7 1 


Right Engliſh uſage,—neat French wine, 


A landlady may thrive on. _ 
At table d'hotte, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mangle, 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle; 
55 Your rhino rattle, come 
Men and cattle, come 
All to Mrs. Cafey; 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my honey, 
I warrant I'll make you eaſy. 


When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 

Let ſquire, or beau, or belle come, 
Let captains kiſs me if they dare, 
It's, fir, you're kindly welcome! 
On Shuffle, Cog, and Slip, I wink, 

| Let Rooks and Pigeons mingle, _ 
And if to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle. 


Your rhino rattle, come, c. 


Let love fly here on ſilken wings, 
His tricks I till connive at; | 

The lover who would ſay ſoft things, 
Shall have a room in private. 

On pleaſures J am pleas'd to wink, 
So lips in kiſſes mingle, | 


For while to me they bring the chin, 1 


Faith, let the glaſſes jingle. 


Your rhino ratile, come, Ce. 
N — ra Sy ; $672 1 4 ; : 
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Sung by My. Edwin, in Fontai:bleas.. 


N London my life is a ring of delight, 
1 In frolicks I keep up the day and the night; 
I ſnooze at the hummums till twelve, perhaps later, 
_ I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter ; 
Your honour, ſays he, and he tips me a leg. 
He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg ; 
For tea in the morning's a flop I renounce, 
So I down with a glaſs of the right cherry bounce. 
With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, flathing, 
| ſmaſhing. ſmacking, cracking, rumbling, 
tumbling; 
Laughing, quafing, fnceking, joaking, ſwaggering, 
ſtaꝑ gerin 
80 thoughtſeſs, 0 knowing, ſo green and ſo mellow ; ; 
This, 1 75 is the life of a frolickſome fellow. 


My phæt'n I mount, and the plebs they all ſtare, 

I handle my reigns and my elbows I ſquare ; 

My- ponies ſo plump, and as white as a lily. 
TY Through Pall-Mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly; 
104 Till loſing a wheel, egad down come I ſmack, 

S oat Knightibridge I throw myſelf into a hack; 
1 At Tatterſall's fling a leg over my nag, 
1 Thus viſit for Gamer, then dreſs in a bag. 
1 = | : With Fwearing, Oe. 
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I roll ns the garden, and call at the Roſe, 

And then at both Play Houſes, pop in my noſe ; 
l lounge in the lobby, laugh, fwear, flide and ſwagger, 
Talk loud, take my money, and out a _ ſtagger. 

1 meet at the Shakeſpear a good-natur” ſou], 

en down to our club at St. James's I roll ; 

The Jays of the night are a thouſand at play, 

And thus at the finiſh * the next day. 
9 * N &c. 
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S O N 6. 
. bj Mrs. Clonal in the Heirehe.. 


OR rendurncſe fins d in life? s earliet day, ' 
A parent's foft forrows to mine led away; 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, = | 
And ere words were wy un: e in geb. LE ae 


The Abts nd the IIS tone” 
"The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth as it ripened gave ſentiment new, 
9 anner ſtill n . ws fag row true. 


Soft embers of paſſion, yet reſt in wag 9 1 | 
A warmth of more pain may this breal f never know-!- LG 
Or if too indalgent the bleding I claim, 

Let the ſpark 1125 from reaſon that Lens the flame. | 


* 


| nag 3 o N G. 5 


Sung by Mrs. Wiighten, at Vauxhall. x; 
TARK, hark | to che found of the ſweet winding 


horn, 
It invites to the chace wn awaions the morn ; 
| > Har 1 Se 


Diaes ase e and plains, . 
While echo en een the ek — Kg 


While Bacchus . us wa nt by — 
The {ports of the field give 7 and health ; $4; 


Such 


„ „„ 
Such innocent paſtimes enſure us all joys, | 
Where no buſineſs diſturbs, no malice deſtroyss. 


Diana, Ye. 


eke 
8 O N G. 


eee 


Sung by 270% been, in Richard Takes FR Lien 


HE metry Aer 1 Jeuly lere | 1A 
For then Collette thy hand I ſeize, 
And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe, ir «Xi 
And none can ſee, and none reprove: _ 1 
Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glows. 7s 
And then we whiſper ſoft and low; + Bod. 
Oh! how I grieve! 1 you ne *er her bien can Know. 


.» a 


2% 23 ow EE Ges 
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She's * Che. Is one * more, n e £ 


Yet ſtill we are tos young, they ſay, yr. 
But we know better, ſure, than they, 71 91 19•1 
Youth ſhould not liften to threeſcore ; 
7 Ard 4? m reſolv'd FI tell her ſo, e 


When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh ! how I grieve ! you ne'er her charms can know, 


eee. 
a J ; 8 05 N G. F . 2 4 1 . 1 x 
The Brute, 
| | Sung by Mr. Incledon. 
V Qnearts ſoft emotions admit no diſguiſe; 
M To cheat the poor nymphs of the plain, TT, 
For the paſſion I feel is conſeſs'd by my eyes, 


And love ſhews me wound of the ſwain. 
3 7 11 2559: 5 us love, - Se. 277 


- 


a C | Would 


\ 


; , 
E 1 
Would you know all the magic that lives in ber mein, 
By which my fond heart ſhe has won; 
Go take (like the Grecians) each beauty that's ſeen, 
And comprize all their praces in one; 
Then wonder like me at the ee e Bet, 
And wear the ſoft chains of the lovely Brunette. 


The wandering kidlings that ran on the hills 
Leave their browſing to liſt to her lay, : 

She charms the ſwift courſe of the murmuring rills, 
And arreſls the bright chariot of day: 

The winds ſtop enraptur'd to liſt to my Bet, 

And gratefully fan the accompliſh'd Brunette. 


Had I all the wa ſtern avarice ſought, „ 
When he ravag'd the glittering mine; 
Had I all the treaſures that Crœſus had bought, | 
The gems, 5 4 ſweet girl, ſhould be thine; 
But trifles like theſe are deſpis d by my Bet, 

For merit alone wins the lovely Brunette. 


i 


TP 


— gift ef 
Sung in the Carnival of linie. . 


N my pleaſant native plains, | 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew; Sr 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, | 
Simple as the joys | knew; 

Jocund morn and evening gay 

_ Claim'd the merry Wandel 


Fields and flocks, and fragrant "HE 18, 
All that health and joy impart, | 
Call'd for artleſs muſic's. pow'rs, _ 
Faithful echoes to the heart! 
Happy hours, for ever gay, | 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay, | 1 
But 


L 92 1 


But the breath of genial ſpring . 
Wak'd the warblers of the grove; | | 

Who, ſweet birds, that heard you — 
Would not join the ſong of love? 

| Your ſweet notes and chauntings gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. | 


* eee 
„ G. 
„ Duaung Lubin. 
8 Sung in the Carnival of Fenics. 
OUNG Eubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid; 


They met, they lov'd, each other's joy. 
Together o'er the hills they ſtray d. 


Their parents fas. 2 bleks'd their love, 
Nor would their happineſs delay; 
To-morrow's dawn their bliſs thould prove, 


To-morrom be their wedding day. 


When as at eve, beſide the beats 

Where ſtray'd their flocks, they ſat and ſila, 
One luckleſs lamb the current took. | 
"Twas Rofalie's—ſhe ſtarted wild. 


Ran, Lubin, run, my fav rite fave 3. 
Too fatally the youth obey'd; 
He ran, he plung'd into the wave, 

To give the little wand'rer aid, 


But ſcarce he WT 4 him to the ſhore, 
When faint and ſunk, poor Lubin dies; 

Ah Roſalie! for ever more, 3 
In his cold grave thy: lover lies. 


Ou that lone bank—Oh! Rill fo ſeen, 


Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid ; 


| „„ os. (2 
And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs green, 
For ever ſoothe thy Lubin's ſhade, 
«8: 0 S 
1 in the Can. | Ta 


HEN war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me, | 
My poor heart with grief did figh; 
Bach fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrows on me, 
I' woke ere yet the morn was ni gh: 
No other could delight him; , 
Ah! why did [ere flight him & 
| Coldly anſw'ring his fond tale, | 'Þ 
Which drove him far amid the rage of war, 5 
And left filly me thus to bewail. 


But I no longer, tho' a maid forſaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
3 ere the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 
4 will ſeek my abſent love ; 
The hoſtile country over 
T ly to ſeek my lover, 
_ <Scorningev'ry threat'ning fear: 
No diſtant ſhore, 
Nor cannans roar, 
Shall e keep me from my dear. 


0 N @s 
Auli Robin Grey. 
HEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and the by 


at hame, 
And a'the warld to fleep are gane, 5 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhow*rs fra my ee, 7 
When my gude man Hes RE me. £Þ 
| Young | 


702041] 
Young Jamie- loo'd me well, and he "Oe: me for his 
brade, 
But ſaving a crown he had nathing beſide ; 


To mak this crown a pund, my Jamie gade to ſea, 
And the crown ane the pund were baich for me. 


He had nae been awa a week but only twa, 

When my wither ſhe fell fick, and the cow was ſtoun 
| ua, 

My father brak his arm, and my Jamie at the ſea, 

And Auld Robin Grey c: came a courting me. 


My father could na hs and my mither could na 
ſpin, 

Iteibd day and vigbt, but their bread I could na win ; 

Auld Robin maintain'd them baich, and wi tears in 
his ee, 

Said Jenny, for their ſakes, 2 marry me. 

My heartic ſaid nay, I look'd for Jamie ck, ©: 

But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a . 

1 he ſhip it was a wreck, why did na Jamie Cie ? F 

And why dol live to ſay waes me? | 


Auld Robin argued fair. tho' my mither did na beak, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to break, 
So they gi'ed him my hand, tho' my heart was at 

the ſea, | 
And auld Robin Grey.i is Aale man to me. 


4 


1 2 na been a — 5 a week but only four, 
When ſitting ſa mournfully at the door, 

I ſaw my Jamie's waſie, for I coud na think it he, 
"28 he ſaid, P m come back for to marry thee, . 


0 27 did we "greet, 4 muckle aid we lay, 
We took but ae kiſs, and tore ourſelves away : 
I wiſh 1 were dead. but I'm na like to die, 


Lon * do I live to oy waes me ! | 
I gang 


3 


l 


5 iel like a  ghaiſt, and care na to ſpin; ; | | 
I dare na think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a ſin; 1 
But I'll do my belt, a gude wife to be, 

For Auld Robin S 15, Kind unto me. 


eee | 


8 0 N G. 
. Death of 4 Auld Robis oY 


7 2 y 
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IIE ſuminer it was rg all nature . 
was gay, 
When Jenny was attending on Auld Robin Grey; 
For he was lick At heart, and had nae friend beſide, 
But only me, por Jenny, who newly was his bride. 
Ah! Jenny, 1 I ſhall die, he cried, as ſure as I had 
"birth, . 
Then ſee my poor old bones, I Fray, laid in the 
"2%; eee : 
And be a widow, for my ſake, a twelvemonth and a 
> a0 | 
And 1 will leave whate' er | belongs to auld Robin : 
Grey. ce 
114 poor Robin in the Einh; as Albegt as 1 cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very good; 
I took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot 1 
ſigh'd, 
Oh ! use is me ! what fall I co! le Poor 1 
Robin died. 
Search ev'ry part throughout the land, there” s none 
like me forlojn ; 
I'm ready e'en to ban the day that ever I was born, 
For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah ! he is gone away, 
My tather's dead, my mither's dead, and eke auld 
Robin ol 


DA? I roſe 


161 
'1 roſe up with the morning ſun, and fm till ferting 
day, 

And one wh le year of widowhood 1 movrn'd for 

| ; Robin Grey; | 

T did the duty of a wife, both kind and vat too, 

Let ev'ry one example take, and Jenny's plan purſue : 

I thought that Jamie, he was dead, or he to me was 
loft, 

And all my fond and youthful love entirely was croſt; 

1 tried to fing, I tried to laugh, and paſs the time 
awa 


| Yo 
For I had Gr er a friend alive, 8 died ana. Robin 
| ey. 


At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'd na 

| gueſs the cauſe, 

But Rodney was the man, they ſaid, who gain d 0 

A much applauſe ; 

I doubted ifthe tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 

And ſhew'd a purſe of golden ore, and ſaid it is for 
thee. 

Auld Robin Grey I find is dead,” and Aill your heart 
is true, 

Then take me, Jenny, to your arms, and I will be 

| fo too; 

_ Meſs John ſhalt join us at the kirk, and we'll be 

bdlith and gay, 
I W conſented, and replied, adieu to Robin 
rey. 


* ; 4 


N | 
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Sung in 120. Caps 


FY Nancy leaves the rural train, 
A camp's diltreſs to prove, 

An other ills the can ſuſtain, 

But living from her love: 
Yet , deareſt, tho? your ſoldier's there, 3 

Will not your ſpirit fail, e e 
To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, 

Dear Nancy of the Dale! 


_ 
1 
2/94 
„ 


Dear Nanty, Ke; 


Or, ſhould you, love, each danger ſcorn, 
Ah! how ſhall I fecure 


Your health—"midf{ toils-which you were bors 
To ſooth—but not endure: 

A thouſand penls I mult view, | 
A thouſand ills affail ; 

Nor muſt I tremble e en for you, 
Dear Nancy of the * 


3 | Dear Muang, &%C. 
CSLHASIIIS ISIS SSSSSSS2 44204005084 
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Nhat a Charming Things a Battle, 
Sung by Mi. Bannifter, 


HAT a charming thing's a battle ; 
Trumpets ſounding, drums a beating; 
3 .crick, crack, the cannons rattle ; 
Every heart with joy elating ! 
| With what pleaſure are we ſpying, _ 
From the front, and from the rear, 
Round us in tl» ſmoaky air, 


E Heads 


„„ 
Heads and limbs, and bullets flying;! 4 
Iten the groans of ſoldiers dying, | . 
Juli like ſparrows, as it were. 
At each pop 2 
Hundreds drop, . 
While the muſkets, prittle prattle; 85 
KilPd and vounded : . 
Lie con founded; | 1 
What a charming thing's a battle! 


But the pleaſant joke of all, 
Is when to cloſe attack we fall, 
Like mad bulls each ather butting, 
5 Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, curtingg 
HFHorſe and foat, 
All go to't; 
Kill's the word, both men and.cattle.; 
Ihen to plunder ; 8 
Bl:od and thunder. 
What a charming thing's a battle! 


$ O N G. 
"Suns 3; Mr. Jobnftone, in the Poor Soldier. 
EAR Sir, this brown jug that now foams with © ' 


mild ale | » 
(iy which Iwill drink to ſweet Kate of the vale) 
Was -nce oby Philpot, a thirtty old foul, a 


As er drank à battle, or fathom'd a bowi. 
In boozing ab at 'twas his praiſe to excel, 


And among jolly topers, he bore off the bell. | 


It chanc'd, as in dog-days he ſat nt his eaſe, 
In his flow'r woven acbour, as gay. as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, paffing ſorrow away, 
And, wih honeit old ingo was ivaking his clay, 
His breata-docors of-lite on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheuer butt. 


His 
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| 6 po 
His body, when Jong i in the ground it had-fain, 

And time. into elay had reſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out, in a covert fo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Joby he made this brown jug: 
Now / ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ales : 

80 ang sto my lovely ſweet Kate of the Vale. 


ONT ILILATY 
> e 


1 by Mr. Doyle, in the Medley, or Ty Ewe 5 
here. * 


IVE round the word: Py 2 OP Aus: 
While echoed by the ſprightly horn ; 35 
7 he toils and pleaſures we recount | | 
Of this ſweet ba ea, bac. morn. g 


"Chork „ 


Tas glorious ſport, none e' er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſland, A 
But all as firmly kept their pace, | | 
As had Acton been the ſtag, | 
And we had hunted by command | OR 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. TY | . 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnuff d the ain, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot, 
But pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer, 
And Fan drew on the foe. 
T vas glorious Jport, &. 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, . 
The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to bawt, 
And echo note for note repeats, 
While ſprightly horns reſound a call. | 
: 75 WAS Ty Joe, &, 
53:4 % 


# 


1.2 1 


And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 


— 


And while ware- -haunch the hntſman e eries, 15 1 


His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he firuggles, and he dies. 


Taba .blorious Jport, Ke. 6 
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The Storm. 
\EASE, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer; 


Lidl, ye landſmen, all to me; 
Mellmates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſca: 
From bounding billows. firſt in motion, 
W hen the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies, 


Hark, the boarſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top ſail: ſheets and haul-yards ſtand; 
Dow top-gallants quick be hauling, 

Down your ſtay-ſails, hands boys, hand, 
Now it freſhens, ſet the "braces; 

The lee top-ſail ſheets let go; . 
Luff, boys, luſt, don't make wry faces; 

Up your top-fails nimbly clew. 0 


Now, all you on down. beds ſporting, 
Fondly lo:k'd in beauty” s arms; 
Ficſh enjoy ment, wanton courting, 
Safe frum ail but love's alarms : 
Rc und us roars the tem peſt louder, | 
Think what fears our minds enthral ; 
Harde yet, it yet blows harder; 5 267 
| Haik, ag diaries calls! | 


The top ſail-yards point to the wind, e 
Sce all clear to reef cuch courle; 3 


N 


Let 


2 | ( 101 J 


Let the fore:ſheet go, don't mind, 3 
Tho“ the weather ſhould be worſe 
Fore and aft the ſprit ſall-yard get, e 
Reef the mizen, fee all clear; 
Hands up, each preventer-brace ſet, | 
Man 15 forg- yard, cheer, 1 cheer. 


New 4 ee 4b 8 r . 

Peals on peals contending claſh; 4 
On our heads #erce rain falls eine; re a1 att © 
In our eyes hlue lightnings flaſh ; © 7 

One wide water all around us, 8 
All above us one black ſEẽ ß 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 


Hark! what means yon dreadful cry! 


«4 


— 


The fore- maſt's g one, ries ev'ry JORGE out, 

O'er the lee twelve feet böve deck; 
5 a las beneath the-chelt rree?s ſpring out, oh 
| Call all hands to clear the wreck : : 

: Quick, the land- yards cut td pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be e. bold 

Plumb the well, the leak increaſes; s 
Four ſeet water's in het hold! B „ 


15 9 


While o'er the tip wild waves are ebeativg, 
We for wives or children mourn: _: - 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating ! 
Alas! to them, there's n return! Es 
Still the leak is gaining on us, . 0 
Both chain pumps are choak'd peer 5 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! . 
For only that can fave uw ne,, cgi | 
£8 ; od .* $5 Wo T6: $67 2-24 
On the be _ is the 10 & had: 4: wo 1227 
Let the guns o'er board be- thrown; 36: A 
To the pump come ey'ry hand, boys 3 ; 
See; our mizen malt is one! fr to +: EO 
The leak we've found; it can't ue rats Ae 
E 3 We" ve 


L 102 
We've lighten'd her a ſoot, or more; 3.19, 
Up, and rig a jury fore maſt; 4 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys; ; we”: ar off ſhore. ; 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſfav'd our lives: 
Come—the cann, boys—let' s be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives. 
Fill it up—about ſhip wheel it; 
Cloſe to the lips a brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels 1 it! * 
None —our danger's around in wine. | 


Hos Q N Goo: | 


The N. e 'y 8 | 
Sung in the,  Tubilee, 5 
EH ain this fair goblet— twas e from the 


tree, 
Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was ; planted by, 
thee : 
As a relick I kiſs it, and;bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand. muſt be ever divine. 
All all yield to the mulberry tr tree; | 
ern 1 „„ 
Bless vis mulberry !: A ET 
Match els was ne 
| at planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal mall be. 


Ve trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 

Who ſpread round your 3 whoſe heads [weey, 
the ſky; - 

Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, . 

Jo root out the natives at priees fo dear; 1 

All ſhall yield, &. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain' 5 great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt ö 
1 5 44 


_ > £00097 
Of the fir we make ſhips—there are tbouſands. that 


fight, ä 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle boss, 

Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flow'rs; 

J garden of-Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 9 
ich the ſwectelt of flow'rs,, and the faireſt af fruit, 


All ſhall yield. &. a 


With learning and knowledge the weli-letter'd birch 
Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the chuich ; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find - 
He gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind, 

All thall yield, &c. „ 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree ; 

From him and his merits this takes its degree: 

Give Phœbus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 

The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, &c. | 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright day, 

More rapture than wine to the heart can convey; 

So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 

Has the laurel and bay, and the vine. all in one; 
Alt ſhall yield, &c, | 


Then each take a relick of this hallow'd tree, 
| From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the planter the'cup to the brim, 
To honour your country, do honour to him, 
All ſtall yield, &, © 


9 


VV 


| Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, | 


[0304] 


eee 9 
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ee the Beurn, Davy Lowe, 
Sung at V,. auxhall. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom fair to fee; 

When Mary was complete fiſteen, 

And love laugh'd in her een; 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did more, 

To ſpeak her mind thus free: 
Gang down the bourn, Davy love, 

And I will follow thee. | 


That dwelt on this bourn fide, 


Juſt meet to be a bride: 
Wuhan. blinks, &c. 


Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Fler een was bonny blue, 


| Her looks were like Aurora bright, 


Her lips like dropping dew : 
Blithe Davy blinks, &c. | 


As fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Straight to the kirk he led her, 


There plighted her his faith and truth, 


And a bonny bride he made her: 
No more aſham'd-to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free; 
Gang down the bourn, Davy love, | 5 
And l will follow thee. 1 —— 


= „„ 
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The Happy Life.. 


3 live t to grow old, as I find I 5 II 7 
1 Le, this be my fate in a fair country town, 1 


May I have a warm houſe, with a ftong at my gate, \, 


And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate! 

May I govern my pa ons with an abſolute „ 
And grow. wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone by, a gentle decay | 


'In a country town, by! a. murmuring brook, A 
With the ocean at diſtance on-which | may | ook 3 
With a ſpacious plain, without he edge. ile 
And an eaſy pad-aag to ride out a mile. 

May I ne Ke | a 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more 
Of the beſt of wits that liv'd in the ages before: 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon nor teal, 
And clean, tho' coarſe linen, at every meal. 
May I govern, Kc. 5 3 


'W 


With a pudding on 9 8 ſtaut b liquor, 


And aremnant of latin to puzzle the vicar; 

With a hidden reſerve of Burgandy wine, 

To. drink the King's health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, Ke. f 


With courage endowed may 1 Ns my laſt day ; : 

And when Iam dead may the better ſort ſay, 

In the morning when ſober, in the evening when 
mellow, 

He's gone, and han't left behind his 8 

For he govern'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 

And grew wiſer and better as his {ſtrength Wos away, 

Withogt gout or tone, by a * OY: 


E 5 ... SONG, 
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tees cee. 


S O N S. 


The Way to Keep Him. 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore ; 

That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
Tha Prudence mug cheriſh” what Beauty has caught. 
| r 
The bloom of your ak and the glance. of your eye, 
Your roſes and lillies may make the'men ligh; : | 
But rofes and lillies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties ware 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guitar 
Tho? muſic's in both, yet they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, „nor n o too much 5 


The ſparrow and lianet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command ; 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy skill, 

For hearts, like young birds, may be tam'd to your will. : 


Be gay and good humour's, complying and kind ; 

'Turn the rage of R yards care from your face to your, 
min 5 

Tis there that a wife may her conqueſis improve, 

And . hall rivet the * love. . 
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My. Treaſure Lofte 
Sung in the Quaker. 


LOCEK' O up all my treaſure, . „ 

. 1 journey d many a mile, 
Aud by my grief did meaſure 
The paſſing time the while, 


My bus'neſs a and over, | - 
I haſten'd back amain, | 5 „ 
Like an expecting lover, 


To view it once again. 


But this delight was ſtifled 

As it began to dawn" 5 
1 found the caſket ri fled, 5 

And all my fed gone! 


. 


— 


8. 0 N G. 


Sweet Pell of Plym: wth. 
Sung by Mrs.  Fennedy, in the Poſitive Man. 


S W ET Poll of Pl mouth was my dear; 3 
"When: forc'd from her to go, T 

 Adown her cheeks rain d many = tear 

My heart was fraught with %. 


Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood, 
The land we left behind — 

Her tear then ſwell'd the briny Rood - 
_ pF ſighs lncreas'd va wa 
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We plow'd the deep, and now between: 
Us lay the ocean wide; 

For five long years I had not ſeen 
My ſweet, my bonny bride. 


That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake ; Wo, 

But preſs'd as we were homeward bor nd 
I thought my heart would break. 


The preſs-gang bold Iaſdin vain 
To let me once on ſhore— 
Tlong*®d to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 


And have they torn my love away? 
And is he gone? ſhe cried: 1 

My Polly, ſweeteſt flow'r of May— _ 

She languiſh'd, droop'd, and died. 


| IESIHIISSISSESSHISIIESSILIISISSIS $244 
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S Shannon's F lowery. 3 
; Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, at Lauxball. 


"N ſummer when the leaves were green, and bloſ- 
ſoms deck'd each tree, 
Young Teddy then declar'd his love, his artleſs love 
to me; 
On Shannon's flow“ 17 banks we fat, and there he told 
his tale | 
O Patty! ſofteſt of thy ſex ! 0 let fond od prevail} 
Ah well-a-day, you ſee me pine in ſorrow and deſpair, . 
Yet heed me not, then let me die, and end my grief 
and care ;—- 
Ah no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid,” ſuch lore demands 
my thanks, 
And here I vow: eternal truth, + on Shanadacs $ flow? ry 
banks, 3 


Pd 


COTS 


And here we vow'd eternal truth on Shannon' s flow'ry- 


banks; als © : F<: ON 


And then . we gather'd ſweeteſt owe Ts, and play'd 


ſuch artleſs Pranks; 

But woe is me ! the preſs-gang came, and forc'd my 
Ned away, 

Juſt when we nam'd next morning fair to be our 
wedding- day. 

My love, he etied, they force me hence, but till my 
heart is thine ;— 

All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war and 

| _ toil is mine: 

With riches III return to thee—L ſobb'd out words of 

| thanks— 

And then he yow'd eternal cum on Shannon 5 flow! ry. 

banks. 


And then he vow'd eternal truth on. Shannon' s fOr 
banks, | 

And then IL ſaw him fail away, and Join the, hoſtile 
ranks; 

From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, bis ab- 

ſence ſad I mourn'd— Sas. 


The peace was made — the ſhip came dack—due 


Teddy ne'er return'd! 
His beauteous face, his manly form, has won a no- 
bler fair 


My Teddy's falſe, and I forlorn, muſt die ! in ſad 
deſpair, 


Ve gentle maidens, ſee me laid, while: 'youf flahd round 


in ranks, _ 
And 5 a Gin o'er bn 5 head, on, Shannon 
now: ry banks, 


EO 
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S ON 8. 
The Sailor's Song. 


. by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall, 


HE top-fails ſhiver in the. wind, 
The ſhip ſhe's c Mt to ſes, 
7 yet my ſoul, my heart, my yy wind, 
Are Mary, moor'd with thee :_ 
For tho* thy ſailor's bound afar, 
"Stall love ſhall be his COAT ſtar. 


Should landſmen flatter when we're ande, 
O doubt their artful tales; 
gallant ſailor ever _fail'd, 
If ove breath d conſtant gales: 
Thou art, the. compaſs of my. ſaul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pele. 


| Sirens i in ev'ry port we meet, 
More fell than rocks or waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh * 
Are lovers, and not ſlaves. 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, _ | 
Altho'.we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are the cares —but if you're kind 

e'll ſcorn the daſhing main, | 

The. rocks, the billows, and the wind. 
The powers of France and Spain. 

Now England's glory feſts with you 
Our fails 3 are tull—ſweet girls, adieu! 


" Be "Twas Yer, Kind Sir. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Vauxhall. | 


HE ruddy morn blinks o'er the brae, 
As blithe I gang'd to milk my kine, 
When near the winding bourn of Tay, 
Wi bonay gait, and tus black cen; 
A highland lad ſae kind me tent. 


2 


"Saying, ſonſy laſs,” fiow?s a \ 
Shall I your pail tak o'er the bent?! 
IT'was yes, kind Sir, and I thank y du tog. 
Again he met me i the cen 
As I was linkän o'er the lee. 
To join the dance upon the green, 

And ſaid, blithe laſs, ſe gang wi.thee: 
Sae braw he lodk'd i ch hjghland gear, 
His tartan plaid,” and bonnet blue, 
My heart ſtraight whiſper'd in my ear, | 

Says yes, kind. Sir, and I thank you too, 


- 


# 
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We danc'd until the gleaming moon 
Gave notice that *twas time to part; 
I thought the reel was o'er too ſoon, | 
For ah! the lad had ſtawn my heart. 
He ſaw me hame acroſs the plain, © © 
Then kiſs'd ſae ſweet—l vow *tis true 
That when he ask'd to kiſs again, 
*Twas yes, kind Sir, and I thank you too. 


Grown bauld, he preſs d to ſtay the night. 
Then grip'd me cloſe unto his breaſ. 

Hewt lad! my mither fair wou'd flyte, 

a Gin that I grant wi' out the N \ 

i firſt fore him, gif ye be le EB 
9g. * 5 wy | : I ken 


„ 


a 1 : 112 ] 
1 ken right what 1 then maun do ; 
For ask'dtô kiſs me when you WII. 
*T w1ll be, yes, lov e, and 1 thank you too. 
reer 


ard. N e cy 


3 


en by Mrs. Martyr, n Sheraood Fore 


HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 
And bright dew-drops, impearl the flowers ſo 


gay⸗ 
Sound, ſound, my tout 'archers, ond. horns, and 
Away, « tt 


With arrows ſharp Domes 3 we 80. . 
See Sol now ariſes in ſplendor fo b igt; : 
To Pzan, for Phœbus who leads to delight, - 

All giorious illum'd now riſes to fipht; 

Tis he, 9, is god of the bow. | 
Freſh roſes 1 offer at Venus's ſhrine ; Lo 
Libations we'll pour to Bacchus divine 
While mirth, love, and pleaſure, injunction combine, 

For archers, true ſons of the game, 

Bid ſorrow ad'eu, in ſoit numbers We'll ling; ; 
Love, friendſhip, and beaaty make the air ring, 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſo to our country and king; ; 

| Encreaſe to their honour and fame, 


The words 27 M.. nene : 
© nar moorlands and mountains, rude, Nene. 


and bare, x | 
As wearied and wilder'd I roam, „ 
* ys A Ss 


CF” & 


„„ 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home. _ 
And leads ne, Ke. 


Yellow ſheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had crown'd, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, | 
| And _ d the ſod ſeat at her door, 
| Ard de. lid the, &c. 


We ſat ourſelyes Sov toa 3 repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
Whilſt thrown from my guard by ſome glances ſhe caſt, 
Love ſlyly dale! into my breaſt. 
1 Love . ce. 


I told my ſoft wies dhe erty replied, TE 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 5 
I have rich ones rejected, and great ones denied; 
Vet take me, fond e . 
Net take no, Ke. 


— 


- } 


Her air was. ſo mode ker chalk fo meelt ; - 

5 So fimple tho? ſweet were her charms ; 
J kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd, on her check, | 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 11 - 
Aud lock d tbe, „ 


Now jocund together we tabd a few keep ; 5 
And if on the banks by the ſtream, „ | 
| Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
ler image ſtill ſoftens my. dream. 


Her te, Kor | 


Together we range o'er the Now-ifog Kills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, | 
Or reſt on the rock whence the-ſtreamlet diſtills, 
An marks out new themes for my muſe, 
2 And . out, &c. 


The 


E T4 ] 
To pomp.,. or proud titles, ſhe ne er cou d aſpire + 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 
The cottager Peace is we | known for her fire; 
The ſhepherds have nam'd he: Content. 
| The ſh: pberds, & e, 


eee 8 ERR 36 06408 eee eee e 
FFF 
Cupid I iumpbant. 


O W's the time for mirth and glee; .. 
Sing, and love, and laugh with me: 
Cupid is my theme of ftory; _ 
3 godſhip's fame and glory; | 8 
How all yield unto his law! | 


Ha ha! ha! ha! hal ha! ha!. 


„ 


O'er the grave, and o'er the gay 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play z 
He makes hero's quit their glory : 
He's the god moſt fam'd in ſtory; ;, 
Bending them unto his law. N 
| EE, JJ 1 27. "305 7 on 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, . 
Without. pity— piercing hearts: — 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions. 
Not regarding modes or faſhions: _ 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law. | 
, de. 


Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're facts twixt me and you: 
Then ye maids, and men, be wary. 
How you meet before you marry. . 
Cupid's will is folely la ,,, 8 
N , ,, . 
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D U & TJ. 
The Maid of the Mill, 
Sung by Mrs, Kennedy e in Rofing, 


i v VE 7B, it d and enge with fifty fair maily 
Andc ang'd them as oft d'ye ſee; 

19 7 all the fair maidens that dance on the green, y 

CAE FRY Mi, „ 


2 : Phoebe 
*% CUIEE SI Soak f 1. 


There” 5 7 youn g men have cold me fine tales, * 
And call me the faireſt ſne; | : 
But of all the gay! youths that ſport on the . 5 
e Harry 8 the lad for me. 1 


ian. „ 1 Me 


Her eyes are.as black as the ſſoe in the edge, 2 80 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May, | 
Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhorn er 


" j * 4 ” £ 0 « "ed 
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He's tall and he's firai ght as 6 poplar tree, 
ith; checks are as freſh as-the roſe; 
He looks like a ſquire of high degree 

When dreſt in "0 * 8 clothes, : 


a... b SON. 


knits + Si. Ss F „ e rr 


Ober brook and o'er brake; ay h 


GR * S : F r „ 1 e 
—— oo EEE —— — 2 — mn — N r ” i 3 * 1 
— 4 , i a " 8 E SA Y mes 4.8 X — 5 — 11 _ — * N - - 


n 


Sarg by Mrs: Kennedy. 


V HAT virgin, or ſnepherd, in valley or grove, 


Wall envy my innocent lays, 
The pong of the Heft. and” wie epa or love, 1 
_ When ſung in my Eorydbi*s 4 1175 + 
Ke bier to the bow? * 
How lightſome my ſnepherd can trip. 8 
And ſure when of love he deſcribes the ſoft power, 
The b 0 from his lip. - 


How 3 is "the Price the violet bow bes 
And ſweet is the eglantine breege. 


But Corydon's kiſs, When by moon-light we ment. 


To me is far ſweeter than theſe. : 
I bluſh at his raptures, I hea all his vows, 
I figh when. I offer to ſpea | 
And oh ! What deli ht ay fond boſom of'erflows,'-: — 
When I feel the ft. touch of his cheek - 5 
01 Av 55+, 109 % 197] 
bene and min be Me- notes ſrom the foray; | 
Let the pipe thro” the village reſound, 


TE... 
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341 


Be ſmiles in each ſace, O-yE.ſhepherds to day, 


And ring the beils merrily round. 


Your favours prepare my compaff lons with ess. 


Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to hide, 
A twelvemonth ago on this day! agreed 
To be my lov 4 Corydon? $ bride, 
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mon and Ipfigenia. 
Canidta. 
Sung by Mts 


Recital uve. 


: . 8 6 - . 0 1A) { Th... 4 | t-F3 Ot: | 
% TEAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 


ſhade, : 
Scem'd mot or love and contemplation made, 
A cruſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
| Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoit repoſe ; 
Thither, retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon a clown, Who never dreamt of love, 


By chance was ftumping to the neighb'ring grove ; 


2 


He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 


He gap'd, he ftar'd !—her lovely form ſurvey'd; _ 


And while with artlefs voice he ſweetiy ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue: 
een $337; 1% 11 We 2443s £3 13 BY 473 


Air. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the sky, 
Completes the rural ſcene; —_ 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure dil; 


24 * 


play d. 
Too lovely Iphigeni! | 
| + Bib) FR Necitatiue. TE Nw 


| eil D309 Dis AH ES0 lo ell 
She wakes and ſtarts poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 


Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, | 
Where honour's preient, ſure no danger's near, 
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2 Half. rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon! if 'tis you, I need not riſe; 
Ihy huneit heart no wrong'can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
But thus, with extacy, purſu'd his ſong : 


. ®--, 
8 0 un 


'Thy jetty locks that careleſs break, | 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; _ : 
Thy love-inipiring mein; | | 
Thy ſwelling boſom, skin of ſnow, 

And taper {hape, inchant.me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene. 


Recitative. : 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 

The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 

dhe gaze — finds him comely, tall, and ſtraight. 

And thinks he might improve his aukward gait ; 

Bids him. be ſecret, and next day attend, | 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend: 

Thus mighty love could tcach a clown to, plead, 

And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. - 


* 


Air. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate the human ſoul ; 55 

Deprie'd of that, our wretched ſtate 

Had made our lives of too long date; 

But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
e tale what angels do above. 5 


Sox. 
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. Mad Tam. 


ORTH, from my dark and diſmal- cell, 
Or from the dark abſys of hell, 
Mad Tom is come, to view the world again, 
Jo ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain. 


Fears and cafes oppreſs:my. foul! 

Hark! how the angry furies howl ; 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 

Jo ſee 285 angry Tam of Bedlam bad. 


Thro' the world I Wander night and dax. 
To find my ſtraggling ſenſes; 

In angry mood I met old Time, 
With his pentateuch of tenſes. 


When me he ſpices, away ke flies, 
For time will ſtay for no man; 

In vain with cries I rend the ſkies, R 
For pity is not commom. EE _ 


Cold and comfortleſs I bes, 
Help! help! or elſe I die. 
Hark 54 hear Apollo s team, 

The carman 'gins to whiſtle, 
Chaſte Dian bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to briſtle. 


Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackle, 
And knock off my troubleſome ſbackle 3 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To biing me my ſenfes again. 


Laſt night I beard the dag ſtar bark 
Mars met Venus in the dax; 
Limping 
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Limping Vulcan heat an iron bar, 
And farioufly made at "the god cf war? 


Mars, with his weapen ; 16d TER. 5 

Limping Vulcan had got the govt ; 

His broad horns did ſo hang in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 


+ Mercury, the nimble poſt of heaven, 

Stood fill to ſee the quarrel; = 

Barrel-bellied Bacchus, giant like, 
Beltrid a ſtrong beer barrel; 

To me he drank whole butts, 

Until he burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider. 

Poor Tom is very diy; 

A little Tun for charity. 


Hl 1 bear A hounds; 
The huntſman's whoop and hallo; 


Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, | 
All the hace de fülle. 


The man in the moon al elatee; 


_ Eats powder'd beef, turnip, and carrot ; 


But a cup of Malaga ſack 
Will fre the buſh at his back. 


SONG. 
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- - The Duft . wal 
& 1 favourite Cantata. 15 


Reci ative. Fe 
5 Gale Tom the ſtreets his trade © ad cry. 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
Fa Quit cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac d, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt: 
Tom with up-lifted hands th” occaſion bleſs'd, 
And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſs d: 


Foo! 


8 80 f 1 
© Sylvia! white you drive W te by "gs 


To pick up duſt, vou ſteal our hearts, 
Vou take our duſt, and ſteal our r heirat n ko A 
TON 3». Bi 
That mine is gone, 425 tis erue, a} 144 1; 
And. dwells among the duſt with bu, 
And dwells among the duſt with ou. 


O lovely Sylvia! eaſe my pain, : 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, W 
Give me wy heart you ſtole ain“ . 


| Revitative. ; 


Sylvia, advanc'd abòve the rabble roat, -- 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below; © + 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drove on, 

| And then (reſolv'd to . = cried, flop, Joho. 


Air. 
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Shall I who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry crowd oppreſs'd ? 
Ambition now my ſoul doth fire, 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire ; 
And every girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart: 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart. 


eee 


6 O N 6+ 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 

Around . ewes and lambkins feed, 

And muſic fills the groves: 

But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows; 

For ſure fo ſweet, ſo fair a broom, 
Eltewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; | 

No ſhepherd that &'er dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art : 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 

| The hills gt, dales all mud, 5 
Of Leader-haughs, and Leader tide ; f 

O how I bleſt the ſound! 


Yet more delightful i is the broom 
So fair on Cowden Knows, | 
For ſure ſo:freſh, ſo bright a broom, 
Elſewhere there never grows: 5 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on T weed 


Not 


„ 
Not Tiviot Braes ſo green and gay, 
May with this broom compar 


Not Varrow banks, in flow'ry Ma, 
No or buſh aboon Traquair. 


* 


8 pleaſing far are Cowden To 
My peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my en 
At eve among the broom; 
Ve powers e de the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed, and Tiviot flows, 
Convey me to che beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows! Ta 


F 


r eee 
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OWN the de and chr. * mend.” . 
His go den locks wav'd oer his brows. 927 
Johnn Hing tun'd his reed, N 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mou. 
Dear ſhe loo'd the well-known ſong 
While her Johnny, blitke and bonn ng EE 5 
Sung her 288 the whole day long. - 


Down the bourne, &c. 


Coftly claithes ſhe had but "Mo 7 
Of rings and jewels nae great tore: 

Her face was fair, her love was true 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd no more; 

Love's the pearl, the ſhepherd's . 
O' er the mountain, near the fountain, . 5 


Love delights the ſhepherd n 
Dabu the hun &c. 


Gold and titles give not health, 

And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart ; 
Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth 

N ſtill her faithful r s heard: 


of 


1,324 J. 


Sweet the j joys the lovers find! 
Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind. p 
Down the n & c. 


eee eesti 
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The Sen F ieht, 
Sung by Mr. Bannifter. 


TAND to your guns, my hearts of oak, / 
Let not a word-on board be ſpoke, 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke | 

Be ſilent and be ready. 5 
Ram home your guns, and ſpunge them well, | 
Let us be ſure the balls will tell, _ _ | 
The cannons roar ſhall ſound their knen; 

Be * boys, be fleady. 


Not yet, nor yet—reſerve your fire | 

I do deſire; „ 

Now the elements do rattle, | 

The gods amaz'd behold the battle, 
A broadſide, my boys! 


See the blood i in purple tide, 

'Trickle down her batter'd Kae ; 

Wing'd with fate the bullets fly; 

Conquer, boys. or bravely die: . 

Hurl deſtruction on your foes, 
She finks—huzza ! 

To phe, boitom down ſhe goes. 


1 
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San bs Mr. — | 
HIL S T happy in my native land, 


V 7 I boaſt my country's charter, 
PII never baſely lend my hand, | 

Her liberties to barter. _ . "ata 
The noble mind is not all 

By poverty degraded ; 
Tis guilt alone can make us fell, 

And well I am perſuaded, |. 
Each-free born Briton's ſong ſhould be, 
Or give me death or liberty, 

Or give me, &c. 


Tho- ſmall the pond which fortune ei 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, 
The lordly hireling often wants 
That freedom which defends us; 
By law ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum ; © 4 
Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in nn 
For lucre ſhall we ſell em? 


3 


No! —every Briton's ſong ſhould 5 


Or give me death or liberty. 
Or give me * deaths Se. 


2 
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Sung in the Duenna, 


T HE days when I was young, _ 
O When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love the whole day lo 

And with nectar 9 the night! 
* 3 3 = $4 


Then 
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Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd Fof thy frowu 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper dow. 

85 * the an. gn Ke. : 


Truth, they ſay, lies in à Well, F 
Why, I vow, 1 ne*er could foe: 3 | 3 
Let the water drinkers tel © 
There it always lay for me: 8 
For when ſparkling wine went wound, ee 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk ;* © ien VE 
But fill the honeſt trath I found © OS 
In Wy bottom of each flaske. 
f 0th 1 &c. | 


. T rue, at length, my vigour's flown, 5% 
I have years to bring decay; 


Few the locks that now-I own, N 5 
And the few I have are grey; Fe | 9s Wy 
Yet, old a thou may ſt boa, Ret ff 

While thy ſpirits. do . 


Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a . of Fe fire... 


- A WY. 4 *, 3 , ; . 
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4 b 5 
„ Sung by Mr, Banider Ed 


HE ena failor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the ſtermy ſeas, 
To find at laſt, content and eaſe 
In hopes, when toil and danger's 0 er. N Ta 
To anchor on his native an bans $ ods , 11 Þ 


* 
4 


When ie blow bard, OP ECAH oi roll, 
And aan ſnake from pou to _ . 


| 
8 


„ 


Tho dreadful waves ſurrounding: foam, 


Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 


In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er,. 


To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl, the jovial Crew... 


So 


The early ſcenes of youth renew. 
Tho' each his favourite fair will beat, 
This is the univerſal toaſt— tits ada 
May we, when toul and, danger's Ser; 44100 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore. 


and aan [10h 16 woe ain, 20H 
0999 99000000930550Ppd{a paved DI 3G 


e 
8 N by Ms 5. Kennedy. 5 


HE dusky night rides down'the the «ry, 
And uſhers 1 in the morn; © a 
The hounds all join the jovial ly, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 


And a 4 woe will "8% be c 
The wife around her huſband throws 


Her arms to make him ſtay 3 ; | 
My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows; th 
You cannot hunt to-day. 


x 
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1 chey fly to *ſcape the rout, | 
Their fteeds they ſoundly ſwiteh; | 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thivwa out, 
And ſome are thrown in the ditch. 


1 


Yet a hunting be will 2%, dec. 


At laſt, from ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight; | 3 
Then, weary, homeward we retuybgs\ 1} 127 bo 
An: * "oe the night 
And a drinking we e will 2! &c. 


r 4 SONG. 
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Sung in the eee 


I neꝰ er could injure you; 
r tho” your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Your charms would make n me true, 


To you no ſoul ſhall hon 8 
No ſtranger offer wrong; © 

But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And vers in the young. 


H AD I « beat dor odd fram'd 
O 


And when they in that you han biet 
Another with your heart, 
They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's Na. | 


zz * 88 


＋ . lady, Pu not here deceit, 

Nor fear to ſuffer wrong ; ' N 
For friends in all the ag'd 1 you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


N 
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| Hunting „„ * 
Sung by Mr. Mahon. | 


0 you hear, brother . e be the ſound. of 
De the horn, 
And yet the ſweet W decline ? | 
For ſhame — rouſe your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 
Nu me che ſweet W join. 


Thro' 


my 


9 


1 1 


Thro⸗ the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit bim till panting he lies; 

While hounds in full cry, thro? hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields 
8 Both willing. and joyous. repair: | 5 
No paſttime in life greater hap ppine(s yields Ty 
Than Chacing the fox aud the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, m my friend, on the ſportſman ann 
No pleaſure like hunting i is found; 

For when it is o'er, then, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


SESSSSISHESSSSISSSSSHESSHISS$4 205505 
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Sung by Mr. Bannifler,' in the Duaker., 


We LE the lads of the village ſhall merrily, ah! 
Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along; | 
And I fay unto thee, that verily, ah! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the ras 0 
While the Tos. . „ 


Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won ak dow” r, 
With his mate ſhall the ſports have begun: 
When the gay voice of- — reſounds from each 
bow'r, 
And thou long' ſt in thy heart to wake one. 
W dile the lads, &c. | 0 A+ & 


Thoſe joys which are harmleſs what mortal can 

blame — - 
*Tis my maxim that youth ſhould be free ; 

And W 8 that my words and _y- deeds. are · the 
„ | 
Believe me thou Ie preſently ſee,” 

While the lady, &c. 
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$ ON 6. 
4 Naval Song. 5 


IHURSDAY 3 in the morn, the dünsten; of May, 
Recorded be for ever, the famous ninety-t Wo 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern, by dawn of day, 
The lofty ſails of France advancing now: 

All hands loft, aloft.—let Enghih valour ſnine; 
Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for the line : 

Let ev'ry man ſupply his gun; 

Follow me, 
And you'll fee 

That the Dy: will ſoon be won. 


Tourvilleon the main a triumphant rol'd, | 
I To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep; 
Hie led a noble train of heroes bold, 


Io fink the Engliſh Admiral and his fleet. 


Now ev'ry valiant mind to victory doth aſpire ; _ 


The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire; 
And maguty Fate ſtood Peking on; 
Whilſt a flood, | 
All of blood, | 
_ Bild the ſcuppers of the Riſing Sun. 


# Sulphur, Saas and bre. diſturbing the air, 1 15 


With thunder and wonder, affright the gallic ſore 
Their regulated band ſtood trembling near, 


To ſee their lofty, ſtreamers, now no more 


At fix o'clock, the Red, the ſmiling victor led, 
To give a from blow—the fatal overthrow: 
Now death and horror equal reign; 
Now they cry, 
Run or die” | 
Briciſh GIS: ride the ranquild'& main, £75 
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Directed by the well-known ws | 


1 


See, they fly amaz'd thro? rocks and ſands; 


One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate ; 


In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands: 


The nymphs and ſea-gods mourn their loſt eſtate: 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun: 

Enough, thou mighty god of war! 
LE | Now we ling, 
Bleſs the King! ; 
Let us drink to every Britiſh tar. 


eee eee eee 
ä ß wr wt. 
TARK ! hark! the joy inſpiring horn 

1 Salutes the roſy, riſing morn 


And echoes thro' the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 


— 


The hounds quick ſcented- ſcow'r the ground, 


And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 
The briſk Ns a e ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue ; 


Like lightning darting ver the plains... 


The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 
Her path the timid hare forſakes, . 1 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 1 07 
There pants awhile for breath; Re 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 
Her haunt's deſcried, her fate is near, . © © 


She ſees approaching death. + 


The hounds their trembling victim { 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 


8 ; 
A ; 
> 3 N q 7 4 % 


K. 132 T: 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 


And join the loud, triumphant din, 
Till echo _— the skies. 


7 


eee 
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Sung i in the Duenna, 


OW oft, Louiſa, haſt thou faid, 5 
H (Nor wilt thou that fond boaſt diſown) *r 
hou would'ſt not loſe Anthonio's love, . 

To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind, 
And by that hand I preſt to mine, 
Jo gain a ſubject nation's love, 
Iſwear I would not part with thine! 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy? 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 

And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroulid . in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 

Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And FE take N back from thine. 


$ © N G. 


Sung by M.. Kennedy, at Vauxhall. 8 


GAIN Britannia fmile 
Smile at each threat ning foe ! 1 
To fave this drooping iſle, 
oy Rodney ſtrikes the bloiy? 


For. 


= 


( ws 3 


For Rodney quickly will regain 
Thy ſovereign o'er the main. 


Againſt thee treach'rous foes, 

And falſe allies combine; WP ; 
Bot vainly they oppoſe, ee #5 6” 
I Rodney ſill is thine; | i 7 
For gallant Rodney will maintain 
The Britiſh empire o'er the main. + 


Long may he plough the main! 
Long may he victor prove! 
Rewards ſtill fare-ta n ; F 
Ol King and people's love: FV 
For gallant Rodney will maintain ; 
The Britiſh empire o'er the main. 


F N &.* „ 
Tue Triumph of Henut. 3 4 
FA b Digenia 0 the New Beef Steak C lab. | 
+ HO” Bacchus ms boaſt of deen ber 
And folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 


Such worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. ; 


To the arrow of Fate, ar the canker of care, 
His potions oblivious a'balm may beſtow ; 


But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 


The death of reflection's the birth of all woe! 
What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 

Wich riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear that bedews ſenſibility's ſhrine | 


Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 
ER | | A. The 


TIS 


| Eo. 5 
The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted ; to millions deny'd : 


*Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, | 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd. . 


Each change and exceſs hath thro? life been my doom; 
And well can I ſpeak of its joys and its ſtrife: ; 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro” the gloom, 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life. 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight. 

The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul: 1 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e er, jolly God! from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
* mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by 
ove. 9 | 


FCC 
Bow Wow Wow. 
- Written by Captain Morris, - | 
And ſung by Mr. Hooke, at the Anacreontic Society. 


| 8 down neighbours all, and P11 tell a merry ſtory, 
About a Britiſh farmer and Billy P—tt, the tory. - 
I had it ha g hot from Ebenezer Barber, . 
. Who fail'd right from England, and lies in Boſton. 


: harbour. 


Bos won wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


This: 


| (. 199 ] 
This Billy he is cald Britannia's prime ruler, 
Tho? he's but a puppet that's held out to fool her ! 
His name is a paſſport to get in old finners ; £2.27 
So he ene the cards, that the knaves may r 
„ Bo- wow wow, &c. 


He was bred up a Whig, but with Nabobs t to thrive, 
Sir; 
Who have votes in the Houſe, bits” out of five, 
- 00>. - 
He-gave up the . and vow'd to his ſcandal, = 
They — ore ſeek for their bread without day-light or 
can | 


Bo wow wow, &c. 


+# 


Now | it hap'd' to ths W 1 went tbr a bledog, 
And from his State Dad to get a newleflbn, © 
He went to Dadd Jenky, by Trimmer Hal attended; 


In ſuch company, gοd lack! how his morals muſt 80 


mended ! 2 
_ ow. wow wow, Ke. 8 


Tbis Ring Was a a Giga friend to Boflön; "Ho 
His bowels are ſoft, for they yearn'd for Indoſtan. : 
If T had him in our townſhip; Pd feather. him and tar 
him; 


With ſotty lacking one too, Pd lame bim and I'd ſcar, 


him. 
| Bow w wow, Sec. 


* 


Wich es Hein full 5 wine, and his hands full.of fats 
[ricky 5: > 

Sham n commutations, and the-reſt of his late 
tricks, | 

He came back with Harry, two birds of a der, 


And, both drunk as Pipers, they knock d their heads 


M en 
5 = Bow wow wow, Kc. 3 
; Now 


(139 J | 
Now ſo it fell out, that this pair were benighted, 
And drove out of the road; ſo the ſtateſman alighted: 
And to get in again away ſetambl 'd they, Sir, 
To find the back «wad unto the King's highway, Sir. 
Bow Wow wow, de, 


Long loſt in tht dark were . theſe lights of the'1 nation ; 
But ſtumbled at lait to a ſmall habitation; . _ | 
To which they march'd up, while the fowls, in con- 
rien. 
A Wye their lives were, amd at by this bold i intru- 
ion! 

1 wow wow, Kc. 


The a bark" a, as nk d,'and fore Billy baited : 
The wife ſhe cried out, We he all ruinated, !“ 
Then ſtraightway ſhe inatch' d up the veſſel ſhe pA 
| in, | 
To pour on the head of this darkling Philiſtine. 
Bow wow wow, &. 


The huſband awak'd, * her rage and her ſcreaming, 
And fhrewdly ſuppoſing his wife might be dreaming ;. 
To make matters ſhort, ſnatch'd his gun in a fury, 1 85 
oP cried, , Sons of Belial I've got what will cure, 

From Ye ” 
Bow wow. wow, Kc. p 


Then Billy began for to make an oration, | 
As oft times he had done to bamboozle the nation; 
But Hodge cried, © 2 111 or al crack thy young 
crown fort? 
op Thou belong'ſt to a rare e gang. of rogues; TU be 
bound fdr't. ? 
* 
* Now Hodge, quoth the ls don't you mind his: 
loud bant'ring, - 


b For certain he has under his coat a dark — 
9 ut 


Bon wow wow, de. 


* 137 1 
Shut the ate of the court, if he once o within i 
« He'll whip up the Surat: 9 "er bound 1 in a 
"7960 eee | 
Bow wow wow, &C.. 
Then the wife he went on. Can you.go for to fay. 
1 now, 
Any good upon earth made thee take this bye- 
* way now? 
< * Thou cam'ſt to get foot in the houſe; that's the 
lan on't? 
And fo et in ty gang. for to make what thay” can 
on't.* . 
Bow wow wow, . & 2 
4 Don' +. you hear how the brazen-ſac'd rogue nom 
pretends, man? 
« He crept up in the dark, but for virtuous ends, 
man! | 


He . 50 our fiend * dor ies no ſuch a thing, 


. The impuden dog would ſay ſo 1 to the Kitg, man!“ 
Bow wow mw e. 


Then Billy perceivin he wits 1 in a Wan | 5 
And knowing his dee would not ſtand woman” s jury; 
Felt the ſpirit of Jenky a dangerous potion; EL Tg 
And W out to 0 to ſpeak for the motion. 
Bow wow WOW), &. 


; * 
1 == 


Then Harry £8 up : but Hodge ſhre wdly ſuppoſing 
His part was to ſteal, whillt che other was profing, 
Let fly at poor Billy, and ſhot thro” his lac d coat: 
Oh! Wer pity was it did not bit his waiſtcoat! 
3 Bow wow Wow! Yee. 


Solid men of Boſton makd 50 855 orations ; * 
Solid men of Boſton baniſh ſtrong POP; „ 


* 
4 


Solid 


'T. 2x36 TE | 
| Solid men of Boſton, go to bed at frin-dowis,.. 
And never loſe your! way, like the loggeebeads in 


2 
ä Bow wow wow, &c. 
hos Bf.» Av os Te Fes; RY 
| Billy's too Young to Drive l. 
Written by Captain Morris. 5 | 


y F life's. a rough; journey. ae 3 tell, 


Engliſhmen ſure make the beſt on't; 
On this ſpot of the earth they bade liberty dwell, : 
Whilſt ſlavery holds all the reſt on't. 5 
P for he endienry 
Was a. ſtate independent and free, Sin: 


And this thought, tho' a curſe that no tyrant can bear, | 
ls the bleſſing of you and of me, Sir. 5 


Then whilſt thro? this whirlabbut journey we reel, 
Well keep unabus'd the beſt bleſhng we'feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 

- Billy's too young to drive us. 


The car.of Britannia, we all muſt allow, 
Is ready to crack with its load, Sir; 
And, wanting the hand of experience, will now) 5 
Maſt ſurely break down on the road, Sir! 
Then muſt LA, poor paſſengers, quietly wait 
To be cruſh'd by this misch hievous ſpark, Sir, 
Who drives a Pn job in the carriage of ſtate, 
And got 7 lite a rd in the dark, Sir? 
Then while thro", &c. 


They far hs his e is mellow and pure, 
And principles Virtue's own type, Sir: 
T believe from my ſoul, he's a ſon of a re, 
And his judgment more rotten than ripe, Sir. 
For all A he boaſis of, What is it, in truth, 
But that mad with ambition and pride, Sir; H 
| | | h | as 


of 


„ 1 
H'ha⸗ hs vom of age for the follies of youth, 


A are cunning beſide, Sir. 
W | Then while-chro?. . 


— 50 reaſdn_ne'er reaches a ſpan, 
Are all with this prodigy ftruck, Sir; 
And cry, *Tisa'crime not to vote for a man 
© Who's as chaſte as a baby at ſuck, Sir!“ 
But pray, let me aſk, had this virtue prevail d. 
What ſoul would to jo Heaven come near, Sir? | 
"Ange for the whole generutton had fail'd, - 35 
a greatures had nexer been here, Sir. 
r l W thro, &&. "+ 2 


** * 1 *. ha 
= el ; F oh 7 E 74 * 
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It is wk he” - gitt or t "7 
And 1 es e N ſtool; 11 8 
But tho“ at a ſpeccls betba bit vßwüab, 12 
In. tha ſtate het a bit of a tool, Sir. 
For Billy's pure love for his country was ſuch; | 


855 


„ 


He agreed to become the cat's paw, Sir! 

And ſits at the helm, while it's turn'd by the touch 
eee Arn n 9 
Thea while the? . 

1 N "#044 20 4 1 + * 2 


Tho? JUS —— N—h . a Va, CANE 
The world of this junction complain, ir s A 
Bur what's that to bie, who joiwd, wich a b. be 
Io the cabinet pimp of the "Thang, Sir! 
Who ſold to a high-flying Jacobite üing 
The credit of Chatham's great name, Sir! 


That ren might hear the Young. ops has 


" While . plays, the old game, Sir? 
Hare winke- _ 0 TN 


ob, net Mt 


9447 


They * his is fn Nn are a mi bey good prop. 
-To puſh up Britannia's affairs, Sir! 


But, we all of us know, tho“ he ſtands at her top, 
Her Now it die in deſpair, Sir, 
Then, 


| L 140 J 
Then, with Freemen, who on a fair daten, would 


- 75 * 


tread, 
Here's a toaſt that, I leres muſt proven; Sir: 
Britannia / and May he ne er tand at her head, 
Who never can STAND at her T AIL, Sir! 
ST while thee” 4 co. . 


7 f [34% 


2 20 a 25 he HY : "hl 8 : 
r by Ir. Den at the ee gen. 


BOUT twenty Nw ago, ally Croaker made 
2 great noi : 
Was ſung about the ſtreets by all the little dirty — 
Tho? her face was more fairer than the yellow Oaker, 
PI ſing a better ſong I think about a little: eee a 
O my ſweet, my pretty, little proker, id 10 
Di * N Wy beat, my bra an) proker. 941 
OR | 
It was in Bally Porene,, in whe county e Lager 
2 * the name, : 
But! it was in Ireland, and that er know i is all the 
8 
A fat greaſy landlady, fo tak n. Devil choke. er 
Accus d poor Paddy Ponſonby of deangof her aten 
O her ſweet; her pretty little proker, ©? 
O my ſweet, my. pretty braſs· headed proker. An 


TT £ 
$ ” 


— 


T% 


Now, Fer nas a grenadier i in what you call che Jights | 
orſe, 
A  kighter, :eleaner. cleverer Jad, by wy. foul; there 
nevet wass: 
He Toar'd out, blood and nouns do. yu rake me for 
2 ſtoker, „ * f ⏑ ⏑ 8 
W "Thar 


, Proker 3 is the bim word for Bite 5 


ir. Thx "1 | 
T hat from the Devil's fre- de, Id come, 111 fleal 
pour proker! 
3 ſieze you, and a diity, louſy © hiker, ; 


Do you think 1'd come here to ſteal your dirty proker. 


Says me, I neither knows nor cates about you at all, 
at all, 
And if you are for quinellinge and wants to keep up 
te ball; 0 
You muſt take your Bible 898 any joke here, 
That you know not in word or deed about my Ruſs | 
proker. | 
O my ſweet, my pretty line: — | 
O, my ſweet, my pretty braſs-headed proker, 


— F 
LIP EET io oe > age: r 2 5 a 
* * 82 — 


8 ” >, * — * 5 © " * ” 
— 2 Ter nn 


Now Par ford — the Un of Howth, and byl he 
Holy. Father %% 
By all the Saints in the, Calendar, that was gather 
| there together too; 
By-the-hand of his body, and A the bread chat he 


1 broke here, 
That he knew not in word or deed about ber little 
| Proker. | 
D- n ſieze you. 1 your dirty TY proker, 
Do you think 1'd come .here to ie? your 8 headed 

proker. 


* 


# > 


Now all that Pat had Taid © or done had no effect upon 
her, 
Becauſe, ſays ſhe, you know you have not pledg'd your 
honour ; 
With that he ſtarted back, gut his hand behind his 
| cloke, here, 
Touch my honour, touch my life, there woman take 
your proker. | | 
D n fieze you and your naſty, Wriy proker, 
Do you think I mean to ſteal your dirty, naſty proker. 


Come all-you jolly 1 chat praul about for beauty, 
p and down, round about, be ever found on duty ; ; 


U 142 1 
If your honour's call'd. | in Ae by any. cure 


3 oO 
Pull out your Tilter. and ery, whack, 25 Paddy did the 
er. | 
O, his ſweet, his neat little proven.” © + Bow 
D——n ſiee you and your dirty MY poker 3 


— * 'S . F 3 5 Ke 
0 4 
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ee Treaty of Commerce. 


| Sung at Willis, Rooms. 


Ton, H, miſter John Bull, you're a pretty 
milch cow. 

O! what do you think of us desde now 

Sure I told you, the work we kick' d up in the State, 


Before it was finiſh'd would all be complete. 


With my Ballinamona ora, Ballinamona ora, 
Ballinamona ora, the treaty of « commerce for me. 


Troth, I told. you laſt year, if you call i it to mite, 


What we left you before we would not leave behind: 
And was'nt | right now, by hook or by crook; 


For all that we left vou, is all that we took. 
With my Ballinamona, &C> 


1 * 3 4 
F 1 „ 7 


But 'twas Jeadly ae in you, to Jay 1 
With the wrongs of our trade, all the rights of your 


own |! . 


"Twas a mighty home ftroke of magnanimous pride, 
| To break your own. backs, for the thorn in your fide 1 


With wy Ballinamona, &c. 


— 


on! Line Heels ve + deſpair'd cheat ui terms as would 


go down ! 
bed as DE nn: A to the. _— þ 
en 


3 


Tben * pleaſing 1 find your proud ſtomachs to fall! 
When we d thrown em up firſt. that you ſwallow'd 
| n all! 
With my Ballinamona, &c. 


Sure, I heard: Maſter Orde now relate, in his place, 
All your bountiful gifts of ſuperfluous grace: 
Jaſus! how we all ttar'd, while he emptied his ſconce ! 
To find ſuch a- ”"M bag of bleſſings at once! 
With my Ballinamona, xc. 


Oh! the brave Britiſh. ſubje& J his looks were fo 
ſweet, - 
When he laid down your caſe and your trade at your 
. feet; 
And the comments he made too, the wiſe little elf, 
Ta cow: us that Britain's-no friend..to herſelf ! 
With my Ballinamona, &c.. 2 


Troth it pleas'd bis, he ſaid, (could a Briton ſay 
more?) 
That the trade of your country would ſhift to our ſhore; 
And that England's diſaſters had ſunk her ſo low, 
That the tidings he brought us would finiſh the blow ! 
Wich my Ballinamona, &c. 


"T would have bother” my head now, the words 
Pitt let fall, | 
When you gave us ſo much, you gave nothing at all! 
But in Dublin I heard this interpreter ſwear, 
That nothing in England, means every thing there! 
With my Ballinamona, Ec. 


But your Miniſter ſays now, we've got all-we can, 
The two States muſt be join'd on a permanent plan: 
By my ſhoul, he's a joiner of notable caſt, 
Who looſens all ties now, to bind us more faſt. - 

With my Ballinamona, &. 


4 


And he ſays, Fe all duties and drawbacks are paid, 
That 1 * will Want what we make in our Tad 
8 ro 


# 
45 


15 4% - 


'Troth, he will want it all, .now he's right, on that 
ſcore; 
And ſhe'll want it, God SG, 15 ever and more. 
| With my b e &c. 
If you with now to bow have our cards we have 
play'd, 
* hy we took up our clubs, and we 5 down our 
ſpade ; 
So ye — us all trumps now for that very thing, 
And ſo Pam became civil, as well as the King. 


i S 0 N 6G. 
Sung by Mr, Eqrwin, in the Agreeable Caries. 


Oo F all the pretty flowers, 
A cowſlip's my delight: 


With that I'd paſs my hours, 


Both morning, noon, and night. 
To be fure I would, wh Co 


This cis ſmell'd ſo ſweetly, 
And look d ſo freſh and gay, 
Says I, you're dreſs d ſo neatly, 
We'll have a little play. 
To be fare « awe will, Sc. 


One evening in the dairy, 
*Twas lying on the ſhelf; 
1 kiſs'd the pretty fairy, | 
And chen lay down myſelf. Os : 
Too be jureld did, Ac. 


This 88 one rr early, 
VU pon a bed did reſt ; = 
I lov' 4 to pull it dearly, = 
3 ſtick in my breaſt. 


To be þ ure I ht We. 
SONG: 


- 


we } 
HHH ores 
S ON . 


For! s C 6 
A Song in Low Lit. 


JESS Tatter, of Yetge-lane, 
To ragman Joey's joy, 
Ine cull with whom the ſnooz'd, 
Brought forth a chopping boy ; ; 
Which was, as one might ſay, 
The moral of his dad, Sir, 
And at the chriſt 'ning of't 3 
A merry bout they had, Sir. | 


For, when 'twas four weeks old, 
Long Ned and duſt-cart Chige- 
To give the kid a name 
Invited were by Joey : | 
With whom came muzzy Tom, 
And ineaking Snip, the boozer, 
Rag-picking blear-ey'd Ciſs _© 
And ſquinting Jack, the bruiſer, 


Likewiſe came bullying fs, | 8 
With cat's and dog's meat Nelly, 
Young Smut, the chimney ſwee 
And ſmiling ſnick-ſnack Willy. 
Peg Swig and Jenny Gog, | h 
The brims with birdlime fingers, 
Brought warbling ſeedy Dick, 
The prince of ballad-ſingers. 


The gueſts now being met, 
The firſt thing that was done, Sir, 
Was handing round the kid, 1 
That all might {mack his muns, Sir : 
G 


Beſs 


1 246 J 
. A flaſh of lightnin nent 
Beſs tipt each cull and frow, Sir, 
Ere they to church could pad, 
To have it chriſt'ned Joe, Sir. 


Aw'ay they then did trudge; 
But ſuch a queer proce ion 1 
Of ſeedy brims and kids 
Is far beyond expigdhon.! 
The chriſt ning being oer. 
They back again ſoan pik'd it, 
To have a diſh of lap 
Prepar'd for thoſe Faks lik'd it. 


Being all come back, once more 
They ſlabber'd little Joey, 
Then, with ſome civil jaw. 
Pak {quatted to drink bohea, 
And.part ſwigg'd barley ſwipes, bs : 
As ſhort-cut they were ſmoking, 
While ſome their patter flaſh'd 
In gallows fun and joking. 


For ſupper Joey ſtood 
(To treat theſe curious cronies) 
A bullock's melt, hog's maw, 
Sheep's heads, and ſtale polonies; 
And then they twill'd gin-hot 
| Until, blind drunk as Chloe, 
At twelve, all bundled from 
The chiil'ning of young Joey. 


8 N 1 5 
Corydon and Phillis; a Paſtoral. 
Written by Mr. Cunningham. 


ER ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a grove, 
To hide from the heat of the day; | 
0 Phillis herſelf, in an woodbine alcove, UT» 
Among the ſweet violets lay : | 
A yc ung 


£ 


ce 17 Fo 
A young lambkia, i it ſeems, had been ſtole fo it 5 


dam. 
{'Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) 
That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot. 


As thro' the green hedge for his 5%, OM he peeps, 
He ſaw the fair nymph with ſurpriſe ; _. 
Ve gods if ſo killing, he cry'd, while ſhe eee 
I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes: | 
To tarry;much longer would hazard my bent | 
leu homeward my lambkin to trace, 
But in vain;honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, | 
For love Ts him fat to the: erg 


| Ceaſe, ceaſs;, pretty birds, what a chirping 705 : keep, 

I think you too loud on the ſpraxg ' 

Don't you ſee, foolith lark, that the Thom? 8 aſleep, | 
You'll wake her as ſure as tis day. 

How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid ! 
Her cheeks he miſtakes for the roſe : 

Id put him to death, if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs would wenn her __ 


Then Philis look'd: up wh A languiſhing ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miſtake ; | 

laid myſelf down for to reſt me awhile, 

gut truſt me I was not aſleep. | 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a abs 

le plac'd himſelf down'by her ſide; © 

And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, © 
But OR —_—_ her: _— wide, EX: 


? 


En no CT Nt ._ SONG» 
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s O N &. 
Hope; ee 
Mitten Ay Mr. Shenſtaur. 


Y banks are all- furnih'dwWithibees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 

My grotto are ſhaded wich: trees, 

And my hills are white over · with ſheep ; 
I ſeldom have met; with. a loſs, 

Such bealth-do-my-mountains beſtow ; 
My fountains are border'd with moſs, 

Where the. hare- bells and viglets blow. 


I've found out a gift for my fair; 
Ive found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But, let me that plunder forbear, 
| Shell ſay 'twas a barbarous deed ; 
Y He ne'er cou'd be true, ſhe averr'd, 


FU Who cou'd reb a poor bird of its young; , 

. | | And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

wt . | Bauch tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 

72 But where does my Phillida ſtray, | 


And u here are her grots and her boxers 2 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 5 
The face of the vallies as fine; © ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
n oe is not equal to mine. 


Fo | | We : 3 SONG. 


$0 N „ 
F emale Eiberty Regained, 
2 Sung at V. auxhall. 1 


HO? man has long boafted an abfolute ſway, | 
While woman's hard fate was love, honour, © 
obey ; 5 | | HT 
At length over wedlock fait Hberty dawrs, —- © 
And the lords of ereation muſt pull in their horns; 
For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, be 
When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be fe ee. 


Away with your doubts, your ſurniifes, and fears, 
fis Venus beats-up-for her gay volunteers; | 
Enliſt at her banner, you H vanquift with eaſe, | 
And make of your huſbands whatereatures you pleaſe ; 
To arms then, ye fair ones, and let the world fee, 
When huſbands are tyranss, thei wives will be free, 


The rights of your ſex, wou'd'you &er fee reftor'd;, 
Your tongues ſhou'd be'ugd as a two-edged ford; 
That ear-piercing weapon each husband muſt dread, ' 
Who thinks of the marks you may place on his head: 
Then wiſely unite till the men all agree, | 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all meek as a lamb, 

Be ſubject to, Zounds! do yon know who I am:? 
Domeſt ic politeneſs ſtall floariſh again, | 
When women take courage to govern the men; 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world ſes, 


Tho! husbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


On > SONG. 


[ 150 14 4 2 


. 
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Sung at . we 


O eafe his heart, and own his "Ms 
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came; 


But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn 'd her ſpinoing-wheel, 


Her n hand he did extol, 0 
And prais d. her fingers long and ſmall: 


Unuſual joy her heart did feel, 
But ſtill ſhe rarg'd: her ſpinning - Wheel. 


Then round about her lender waiſt, 
He claſp'd his arms, and her et, 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel, 


But ret ſhe turn ' d her binring heel We 
5 $553- 3:3 8 £8 * 5 


With Zentle voice ſhe did him riſes 


He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and 5. Lg - 
Her fondneſs. ſhe could ſcarce conceal; . 
Yer Al ſhe ard hep Aide. 


n in, balder 3 fo cloſe. he preſs "I 


Mt 


Bis wanton thoughts ſheiguickly:igwels' d 55 1 


Then puſni d himfrom' hex roch and gelt. 
And angry turn'd her ine. 


1 


SAO 


5 


n 
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21 As 12 tt, a1 31 
At laſt, . ta e 4 
He (wore he meant hen for his bride; wot 1 
I' was then her love ſlie did rexeal. wi 
And ang my _ ppg Wheel. 
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The Approach of May. 

Witten by M o C unningham. | | x 


1 virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 

Attends to the villager's vows; 
he birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, _ 5} 431: 
And poplars embrace with their bough s. 

55 On Ida bright Venus may reign, 3 | 

: Ador'd for her beauty above; alone + iaxt 

| We ſhepherds who dwell on the plain, 

Hail May as the mother of love...  _ ” 

From the welt, as it wantonly blows, - 4. + 
Fond zephyr careſſes the vine, T2 

The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſ cee 


And willows and woodbines entwine. ' 56 4 
The pinks by the rivulet fide, ll 1 dt ny hs oh 
5 That border the vernal alco re „ 
h Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft tide 51 | , 
For May is the mother of loSlwee. 
May tinges the butterfly's wings, 
„ He flutters in bridal array; Dos 
If the lark and the linnet dow ſing, 
1 Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ftcck- dove, reciuſe with her mite, 
: Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove ; | 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, E 
mM That May is the mother of love.” 
The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, Es ET SOR 


Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; | 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the day. 


G 4 | : : Would 


5 . 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove; 
Let him tell a ſoft tale, and hel find 
That May is the mother of love. 


PHISIPPUDDORPOHEDDOSINSSCSDHRKPPEER NS HD 
7 ͤ NS 
- ._ - * Sang ey Randlagd. 
HE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the cheerful birds to ing; 
Aud, while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay : 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, | 
I. ike them improve the hour that flies, 


And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, | 

And age, life's winter, will appear; e 
At this thy living bloom wilt fade, | 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 12 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, | 4 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 5 

And when they droop, and we decay, 

Adieu the birks of Endermay. 


Behold the hills and vales around, +1 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 

The wanton kids, and friſking lambs, 
Gambol and danggabout their dams ; 

The buſy bee, with humming noiſe, a 
And all the reptile kind rejoice; _ a 
Let us, like them, then, ſing and play, 
About the birks of Endermay, ; 


- 


SONG, 
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Written by Mr. 6. 
Recitative. 


9 W A'S when the ſeas were roaring, 2 
With hollow blaſts of . . 

A damſel lay deploring, _ 35 

All on a rock reclin'd „ 13 
Wide o'er the foaming bilfows _. | | 

She caſt a wiſhful look z 455 | - 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 

That trembled o'er the brook. . 


Ar 0: 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedions days; 
Why didſt thou, vent'raus lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, N 
And let my lover reſt; | 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, „ 
To that within my breaſt 7 . 


The merchant-robb'& of . bre, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair; | | | 
But what's the loſs of treaſure. 5 | 5 N 
To loſing of my dear } „„ 
Should you ſome cpatt be laid on. 
Where gold. and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, ö 
But none that lov'd you; ſo. 45 


How can they fay that nature „„ Co tn 
Has nothing made in van; | I - 
Why, then, beneath the water, 3 5 
nnn 353 
6 8 anne 
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No eyes thoſe rocks diſcbte ;;; 10573, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 

To wreck the wand'ring lover, 

And leave the maid to weep. .. 2 

. ; . 9 ta\ A\% 

Thus melancholy lying 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 


F * 9 A ws * * * 


Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, eee . 
Each billow with a tear? e 
When o'er the white wave 14 "8; “ 
His floating corſe ſhe ſpy 'd; F 
JJ et EIT 209 3% 0 I 
She bow'd her AIG ay d. ee 
Wb gf Ee 
| W 
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in iam ov; 
Black Fd Sefans VVV 
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Mitten by. Mr. Ca. 33 ja 455 


LL in the Downs the fleet was mi6bPgy* > 2 
The ftreamers waving in the e Wiz ee! ye 7 al ” 

When black-ey'd Suſan came ON a pepH] (01 ele 747, 

Oh! where ſhall I my true ove deal d 

Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 85 = 

Does my ſweet William ſail among the ere ws“ T1 en 


p 9342. 2 OT 21 If 3 £0 54: + 


William, who high upon the Yard, * e 00 4 0 a 
Rock'd with the billows to, 45 b Ln de GEO EE 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard; $48 
He ſigh'd, and caſt kis eyes below.” 
Ie cord flies ſwiftly thro? hys glowin 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck Ye 


4016 bs 5150 „* 
7 Phi thai buoſT 
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80 the ſweet lark, h: gh pois dra 
Shuts cloſe his. pinions to 
If, chance, his mate's ſhr3l l; nai 
ee; at once into her,n 


Les, yes, believe them, when they tell thee w. 507 


I 145: 36 5 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's Ii ps thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


A... 


O, Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear! ” OG 


My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear: 
We only pait to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds; my Reart mall be, 

The faithful compaſs, that ill points to. e A ＋ 
Believe not what the e — | + MEG 5 5 A. 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant, mints Bet THT, 
They'll rell thee, ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find 


For thou art preſent whereſoc'er I go. 


If to far India's coaſt we ſail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright: 


Thy breath in Afric's ſpicy gale; 


Thy lein 1 is ivory fo white: a + 4 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object, that I. view. = 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battle call me from thy arms,, 


Let not my pretty Suſan mourn _,, 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſate from harms . > 
William ſhall to his dear return: „„ 15 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 


Leit precious tears ſhould drop from. Suſan's 1 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, _ 
The ſails their ſv elling boſom reads, 85 I d ao 

No longer muft the ſtay aboard: Hon F 
They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd : he hung his head. 

Her leſs ning boat unwilling rows to land: 


Adieu! ſhe cries: and wav d n. hand,.. 


* ” 
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51 H E pride of ev'ry grove Ichoſe, 
be violet ſweet, and lilly fair, 
The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 

Fo deck my charming Chloe's hair. 


At morn the nymph voachſaf'd, to place 
Upon her brow the various wreathe ; 

The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 
The ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 


The flow'rs ſhe wore along the day: 
Andev'ry nymph and ſhepherd ſaid, 

That in her hair they look'd: more gay | 
Than glowing in their native bed. 


Undreft at ev'ning when ſhe found 
Their colours Joſt. their odours paſt, 

She chang'd her look, and on the groun& 
Her garland and her eye flie 8 


That eye dropt ſenſe diſtinct and clear, 

As any muſe*s tongue could fpeak;. 
When from it's lid a pearly tear | 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek, 


Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, ſuĩd I explain, 
This change of humour; pr'ythee tell, 

That falling tear, what does it mean? 


* 
*. 
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i 
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She bab, d, ſhe ſmibd; and to the flow'rs _ 
Pointing, the lovely moraliſt ſaid, 

See, rw" in fome few fleeting hours, 

See yonder, what a change is made ! 


Ah me! the blooming pride of May 
And that of beauty are but one; 
At noon both fouriſh, bright and gay, 
Both fade at ev ning, pale and gone. 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung, 
The am'rous youth around her bow'd.; 
At night her fatal knell was rung, - 

I ſaw, and kiſfs'd her in her ſhroud 


Such as the i is, who dy'd to-day, 
Such I, alas h may be to-morrow ; 

Go, Damm, bid thy muſe diſplay * 
The juſtice of thy Chloe's ſorrow. 
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n in Love a «PAN, . 8 | = 


E JorE! thou nurſe of young Sn LT 
Fairy promiſer of joy; | | | 
ainted vapour, glow- worm I 5 | 

 Temp'rate ſweet; that ne er can a. LY? 


Hope ! thou earneſt of delight, wt og 
ofteſt ſoother of the mind; RW 
Balmy cordial, proſped brights, 128 3 
Sureſt friend che wet 


<< F 
* ” * * * 
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* Xx 4p, * 1 * 
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Kind deceiver, fatter fills... oily 9 er; Þ on bead 

Deal out pleaſures warde TORY From PL)» 
With thy dreams my fancy GI >|: „ HH} 8 

HE} in din ene. 458 8 pre. Gp 3 . | 

| SONG. 
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«bk a 1 a 
eeeeeeeteeteseeeeeeeetuetttte 


e e e e ee 
Mary's Dran. 5 | 


HE moon bad climb d hs bebe hit, 
| Which riſes oer the ſouret of Dee, | lol 
And from the Eaſtern ſummit hd 3.58 BHa1 3 4.. 
Her ſilver light on tow'r and tree ; | : 
When Mary laid her down to fleepy © re weld 16 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at . e 5 2 
Then ſoft and low a v dice was heard #32 
Say, © Mary weep n more for bn 8 


She from her pillow gently rais'4 4 
Hier head, to ask who there might be, TE 
And ſa young Sangy ſhiv'ring ſtand, . 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye: - 
E $3: 0 dear, cold is my clay, | 
neath a form OO TE TO TD LS WI 
re [aq > thee [ 1 Een „„ 
So, 1 weep no. more for me. 


hn 


* Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy. days 


We toſs'd upoh' the raging main, 7 
And Jong we ſtrove. pur bark, to fave— ; 255 1 
But all our ſtriving was in vain. mY 3 

E'en then, when horror child my blood, 5 


My heart was fill'd. with. love of thee... 1 
The ſtorm is pafl, and | at reſt; 

So, Mary, weep no watch for. fs | Ge eds Tanatt 
Ol maiden dear, thyſelf 9 Az Haltoc 


We ſoon thall meet upon that more, at 16: VIII 
Where love is free from Aeùbt Gr thre," Su, in ue 


And thou and I ſhall part no more.“ „ 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow — — 1 ge ord 
No more of Sandy could#ſhid ſee 1 fs: . 
But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſald,, nf RT" was N 


Sweet Mary, op nd Lee „ n bo A 
OZ | SONG. 
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= ' Romez| LNG: $54.27 2 pond. 11 
* | win ie | negleQed in ſearch'of a home, 


OME ſing round my fay rite tree, . 

Ye ſongffers that viſit the grove; ee * 27 
Tas the 175 of my mepherd and me t 
And the bark is the record of love. Mo , un. 


l 21 ftv ee 
Reclin'd on the turf. by my kde; + {fon e an! 
He.tehderly pleaded; his cauſmdm nf, 
1 only: with bluſhes reply'd, :- nia eee, WES 
Anch the. nightingale EG: puke pauſe. 40 fu Si: 20% 
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LOW; e purple lutan, nan cel: TM 
IL inted: by the folar beumgs e road if Bl 
_.[Inimy goblet ſparkling riſe, 2 4 hw mink 
Cheer my heart, and glad my eyes: 
1 in, aſcend on fancy wing, ©4424 5 e 
oint me, wine, a jovial king. | - 
While I live, Pl. lave my «lay * 
When I'm dead and gone away, 
Let my thirſty fubje Az 1 v\PY 
4 A m Wen i d, TY that was M My! 
; Kn 8 2 


9 


„Ads COON ( a. 
+ 


booten quiet d belt elit BH 
uod a8. 0%. N-. o hon TH 
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HEN freedom vas - baniffe and H 


i, Jove, 


[ 160 J 
Jove, willing to fix her where long ſhe might ſtand, 
Turn'd the globe round about to examine each land: 
With nice circumſpection he view'd the whole ball, 
And weigh'd in his ballance the merit of all; 
Then quickly determin'd, that England alone 
Was the pot well adapted for Og $ I. 


Gay Momus inſiſted, no place. was more fit ; 
Than the iſland of freedom for true Attic wit: 


And Venus confeſs'd, if *twere pleaſing to Jove, 


She would wiſh to make England the empire of love. 
Then Mars nobly ſtept from his miſtreſs's fide, , 
And ſwore that the Britons in arme ſhould preſide; 
While Bacchus declar'd, that each heart-chearing juice 
For the uſe of brave Engliſhmen he would ee 


To render complete all the blefings now paſt, 

And provide that they might to eternity laſt, 
Twas reſolv'd that a toaſt ſhould that inſtant be giv'n, 
And drank in full bampers of nectar thrg' heav'n : 
The toaſt of the gods was—and mark it, ye free— 
May Britons, wich Britons for ever agree“ 

By their enemies then they ſhall always be fear d, 
And with wine, wit, and women, inceflantly chear'd, 


8 0 N G. 
; The Faithful . 
e „ Mr. Arrowſmith, af the PETTY 
Mb ber et in ay SSLIpeey dt ©, 


—HE fails e the ſhip unmoor'd, 
Her courſe to ſteet—ull alen board, 
Propitious every . Eon 
Fair 2 on the beach deplores 
Hey, 4 5 hour dn 4 diſtant. ſhoxes, 72 * 


| emol a do Honk ot 512% + 
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| : ut nought her tears availy. . N 1% | 
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Ry 161 1 
Dt enn fate Ve pow'rs above, 
et 1 thus bereft of him I love? 
| Who on the reſtleſs deep, 
The boiſt'rous tide muſt ceaſeleſs brave, 
« And mert, chance, a wat'ry grave, 
© Whill but live to 9 0 Fw 


* 


Twelve anche elaps'd, when he return d, 
Her conſtant heart with rapture burn d. 
'Twas freed from ev'ry care: 
And Henry's love, his heart, his ſoul, | 
Were true, as needle to the pole 
5 When abſent from his fair. | 


In wedded bliſs they taſte delight, 

No winds ditturb, nor ſtorms affright 
The lovely Betſe 8 -= 

For now he makes à firm 


No more to truſt the ra 7 85 
0 With * — ely a. 
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N that lone bank. where: Lubin died. 
Fair Roſalie, a wretched mad. 
Sat weeping oer the cruel tide, 
Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade. 
Oh! may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave, 
Waft him to this e ſhore; 
Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, | 
And deck his carpſe with flow'ss. derer, 


re ever watch, his mould'ring clay, | 5 e th 
And pray for his eternal ret: 

When time. his. form has worn away, 
His duſt Fd place within my breaſt; 


* 


While thus ſhe mourn d h. Lubin lol, 
And echo to her grief er led 3 
Lo! at her feet his corple was colt; 
She ihriek d—ſhe claſp iin — rok d, and lied. 
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Wie the Source 7 Conte 1. 


o hon that our ancient -lufiphets d hold, 
There is nothing in beauty, or een, or gold; 
That bliſs in externals no mortals can find: 
And in truth, . my your: pes Iam "ame of their-. 
mind. - 


What makes a man r I never can doubt; 

Tis ſomething within him, and nothing J FO, 
This ſomething, they ſay, was the ſource of content, 
And whatever they call'd it twas wine that they meant. 


Without us, indeed, it is net worth a pin; 

But, ye Gods! How divine; if ye get it hn! 
Lib then of all bleſſings tne Aouriſhing root; 

And, in ſpite of the world, we can gather the fruit. 


When the bottle is Wanting, the ſoul-is depreſs'd, 5 
And beauty can kindle no flame in the breaſt; _ 

But, with wine at our hearts, we are always in love; 

We can ſing like the linnet, and bill like the dove, | 


The richeſt and greateſt, are poor, and repine; 
If with gold and with grandeur you give them no wine; 
But wine to the peaſant or ſlave if you bring, _,._ 
He's as rich as a_Jew, and as great as a King. 


With wine at my heart Jam happy and free 
Externals without it are nothing to me. 
Come, fill; and this 1 8 from a bumper N 
| know :— „ 
That wine, wine e ene, is our bleſſing! below. 1 
© | fs BEST Yes 
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SN 8 Mr. Baniſter, , 


HEN firſt this humble of 1 knew, - 1 
With various cares | ſtrove; i. |! , þ 

IT y-grain was ſcarcg,, my ſheep were few, 3 
My all of life was love. .. | 


2 E g 5 * 3, 4 
By mutual toil our board was as drefs'd,. .. 1 0; 
The ſpring our drink beltow'd ;; 6 wane oo 
But when her lip the brim had pref 4. „„ 
„ 1e Ran % 
The cup with nectar flow'd.. +. kt oe 41 


Content and peace the dwelling tiard d, 
No other gueſt came nigh; = 
In them was giv'n (tho' geld was earl), 


What gold could never ier Nh 1 ee SF. * 2 d 
74 1 1 lee t ne 
No value has a 0 0 . i ee 


But has the means to prove, 


Thaw Com: the caſtle to the cot, a8 Nene * 8 


The all of life is love. 
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4. 4233 13 ft 5 "or: 
0 S bee had made, G 21 l 
I. Upon my Chloe fac... 
Honey upon her cheele the laid. 
And b 5:8 the place. nee l et of 35) 


4; 


2 „ 
r 


of vn 2 oi bog am cl rs, 4468 50 99105 16 
pleasd 1 obe d, and from tia; wound 
Imbib'd both: ſet: zand Imurt: „ d 12d ant; [ 
The honey on my lips I fo uud. 
hn, _— uu enn, ft ms do wall 
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Sung 3 in Love in a Pillage. 


UPI D, god of foft perſuaſion, > 

Take the helpleſs lover's part: 

Seize, oh! ſeize, fome kind occaſion” 
To reward a faithful haart” 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, pan gs, 
Who the body would (enchraf; bf | | 
Tyrants of more cruet kind. hs 
Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. e 
Cupid, god of, A. . 


What is grandeur p Foe to 21 4 
Childiſh mummery, at beft. 
Happy I in humble ſtate! 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring baĩt · 
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Cupid, god of, &c. e aulv 04 
— 00006 
#1) 0: . 
| \ Bing 8 in the Conſeion Lovers. 


P love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ! 

If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content? 
Since 4 ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould-1 complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, fince I know *tis in vain ? 

Yet fo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoſt is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles wy Rout, 


I graſp her hand gently, ak languiſbing 3 
And by paſſionate ſilence 1 make my love known: 
But oh how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome —_ miliake to diſcover her love ; id 
en 


o 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name ! 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are the charms! 
How delightful embraces | how peaceful her arms? 
Sure there is nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
»Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield, 
For 'tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair field. 


S O N G. 
Sung at Vaurball. 


; 5 N pleaſare's ſmooth wing a old time ſteals 
| aways, ES | ls Pro 1 
Ere love's Fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aftray ! 
My days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of che morn to the ſtillneſs of nigh: : 
No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt; | 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt, 
*Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare, 
With voice, or with feature, with dreſs, or with air: 
So kindly young Cupid had painted the dart, 
That I gacher'd the ſweets, but I miſs'd of the ſmart: 
1 toy'd tor a while, then 1 rov'd like a bee; 
But {till all wy fong was, F'll ever be free. 


*T was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield : 
If I ſtray'd thro” the garden, or travers'd the field, 
Ten thouſend gay ſcenes, were diſplay'd to my fight ; 
If the nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night 3" 
With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the fiream, 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. _ 


But now, ſince ſor Hebe in ſecret I ſiphz ©. + - 
Alas! what a change! and how wretched am If if 
SY Th rat Adieu 


1 its : 
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Adieu to "the W N of the vattey and ne: "2 
"Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade; 
No muſic F find in ſoft Philomel's ſtran, 811 
And the WIE 0 er N ed e now murmurs in wain. 
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They TY hy he's kind, bout 6 libdgeß TR ; 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me; 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart ! 

To crown my defire, or to baniſh my pain, 
Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. 


* 0 13 * * 4 
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8 griev'd Britannia ey'd the main, 200% 
Beploring there her loſt command, 
(Her trade deſtroy'd, her children flain) 
And wet with briny tears the ſanddʒ 
The world's recorder, Time, appears, 
And thus * e * matron cheers. 
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| why, Albion's genius, this „ h, 
I heſe trickling tears, this viſage ſodden ? 2 
Where are your ſmiles to hail the day, 

That William ſav'd thee at Culloden? 
Diſpel thy fears, and with thy ſmiles 
it: ef bieſt queen of _ 


. q | 


"When William af oe. and . gave way, 
Is this the day f ſhe roſe and ſaid, 

Is this the happy, glorious day 
When freedom triumph'd, ſlav'ry fled? 

Oh! be this day for ever bleſt, 

WR en to Oey; Albion . 581 
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As when ſome raviſher alone 794 1955 71:1. 8 2 $7 


Has caught a fair incautious maid, 
Intent his beatt' y wall to crown; 2 
She cries for, but deſpairs of aid: | 


When ſtraight the much-lov'd youth 5 | 


The K kills, 1 ends her fears. 


Like his: by Charles and flav'ry caught, 
I cry'd for aid and liberty: 
William, like him, aroſe and fought, 
And let his beſt lov'd miſtreſs free. 
For this, may ſtill the hero's name 
Be foremoſt in the liſts of fame. 


Would all, Uke him, my cauſe mii 
Making my weal their chiefeſt care, 

Soon ſhould they humble France and N 
And Europe learn again to fear: 

Britain her Empire then ſhould ſee 

Enduring, mighty Time, with. thee. 


s O N G. 


HEPHERDS, 1 have Toft my love, | 
Have you ſeen my Anna? | 
Bride of every ſhady grove 
Upon the banks of Banna. 
I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain; 
Left my flock; my pipe, my crook, 
| . ada, and fountain. 


News oy I ſee thei more, 
Until her returning; 
All the joys of life are o er, 
From aden . to mourning. 
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Whither is my charmer. flown ?_ 
Shepherds tell me whither ? 

Ah! woe for me, perhaps ſhe's gone 

For ever, and for ever, 


„ N 6. 
Sang by Mr. Quick, in the Duenna. 


IE Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boaſt, 
aeg and good-humour to make her his 
toalt .; | 


If ſtraight, 1 don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 


And ſix foot or four, we'll ne er quarrel for that. 
3 | | p We li ne er, Oe. 


Whate'er her complexion I yow I don't care, 
If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 


And tho' in her cheeks I no dimples ſhou'd ſee, 
Let her ſmile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her, Se. 


Let her looks be the reddeſt that 4 were ſeen, : 


And her eyes may be—faith any colour but green; 


For in _ tho? ſo various the luftre and hue, 


I ſwear I've no choice, only let her have two. | 


'Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 


And white teeth Jon are genteeler than black; 


A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 


But I only defire—ſhe mayn't have a beard. 


She nayn t, Cc. 


aw 
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Sung by Mrs. Mountain, in the Enchanted Caſtle. 


RARE E ſhew!—A raree ſhew ! ham is to be 
ſeen, | 

A girl who would a \ huſband have, altho' ſhe's but 2 
teen. 


O, ſay, is that ſo rare a ſhew ? 
I fay, No! 


A miracle 4A et a lover in the lurch, 
Who from a Miſs wou'd force a kiſs, 8 they 
5 went to church. 


O, ſay, was that ſo much amiſs ? 
1 fay, Yes! 


A raree ſhew !—A raree ſhew ! myſelf can beſt explain, 
A female, who, once deceiv'd, ſtill ventures once 
again. 
g O, ſay, is that ſo rare a ew! ? 


FHSSISSSASSSHSSAHSSSISSSSSISSSSSHS 4d 
| 8 O N . 
Long live the King. 
Jo by Mr. Incledon, 
EJOICE, Britannia's ſons rejoice ! 
Sound the trumpet, ſtrike the lyre, 


To ſongs of triumph raiſe your voice, 
With heart and hand let all conſpire. 


E live nw King, Cc. 
H. Lon 
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Long live the King—long live the King 
Long live the King, this iſle to bleſs, 
May every year new bleſſings bring, 
May every hour his.joys encreaſe. 


In vain aflaſſins raiſe the hand 
Againſt the ſacred royal breaſt, ' 

The genius guardian of our land, 
The pointed ſteel will till arreſt. 


Britannia, hear a people's voice ! 

Protect great George, prolong his reign, 
So ſhall thy loyal ſons rejoice, 

And treaſon aim her ſhaft in vain. 


TOM LACFOOLOOOOOOE OE LOC OOTETEE 


By Mr, Dibdin. 


i hs this, my lad, is a ſoldier's life 
1 He maiches to the ſprightly fife, 
And in each town to ſome new wife 
Swears he'll be ever true. 

He's here, he's there, where is he not? 

Variety's his enwied lot, EE 
He eats, drinks, ſleeps, and pays no ſhot, 

And follows the loud tattoo. 


— 


Call'd out to face his country's foes, 
The tears of fond domeſtic woes 
He kiſſes off, and boldly goes 

To earn of fame his due. 
Religion, liberty, and laws, 
Both his are and his country's cauſe; 
For theſe, thro? dangers, without pauſe, 
He follows the loud tattoo. 


En 
And if at laſt in honour's wars - 
He earns his ſhare of danger's ſcars, 
Still he feels bold, and thanks his ſtars 
He's no worſe fate to rue. 
At Chelſea, free from toil and pain, 
He weilds his crutch—points out the flain— 
And in fond fancy once again 
Follows the loud tattoo. 


eee 
8 N 6; 

Har ve: Home, by Mr. Goodwin, 
T)RIGHT ſol has return'd to the weſtern domain 
To ſleep on his Thetis? fair boſom again; 
Ihen let roſy mirth with her gay dimpled- gueſt, 

Now ſooth rugged labour and lull care to reſt ; 
For ſay can the farmer or peaſant look glum, 
While echoing woodlands reply harveſt home. 

| Chorus, e 


Harveſt Home, 
N Hlarveſt Home 1 
While echoing woodlands reply harveſt home. 


The ſcythe and the ſickle reſign to the flail, 
So now with brown beer fill thecleanly milk pail ; 
And while cheerful toaſts go round merry and blythe, 
Remember the vicar, and pay him his tythe ; 

Or elle the grave don will moſt ſurely look glum— 

| M bile echoing, &c. 


The ſportſmen now riſe when the merry ton'd horn, 
Salute fair Aurora and welcome the morn; 
All other delights muſt to hunting give place, 
And eaſe fall a victim to the toils of the chace 
With pleaſures exulting in freedom to roam— 
| | | While echoing, e. 
H 2 |  Fomona _- 
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| E 
Pomona her treaſure now plenteouſly pours, 
And ceres has fill'd ev'ry barn with her ftores ; 
So now while we drink may fair friendſhip be found, 
Where nature profulely deals bounty around : 
So now lad and laſſes with ſpeed hither come, 
0 M File echoing, &c, 


„FFC 
S 


For two Voices. Vritten by Mr. Harrington. 


Tow ſweet in the woodlands, with fleet hound and 
5 horn, | 
Jo waken fhrill echo, and taſte the freſh morn! _ 
But hard is the chace my fond heart.muſt purſue, 
For Daphne, fair Daphne, is loſt to my view. 


Afﬀiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, | 
More wild than the rozbuck, and wing'd with diſdain ; 
In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies; | 
Tho' Daphne's purſu'd, *tis Myrtillo that dies. 
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. 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Poor Soldier. 
Jt Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 


It's clear falling waters, it's murm'ring caſ- 
cades, . : 
It's groves of fine myrtles, it's beds of ſweet flowers, 
| It's lads ſo well dreſt, and it's neat pretty maids ; 
As each his own village will ſtill make the moſt on, 
In ptaiſe of dear Carton 1 hope I'm not wrong, 
Dear Carton, containing what kingdoms may boaſt on, 
*Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


Be 


3 

Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
' Their horſes to ſtart on the Carragh of Kildare, 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 

Lac'd wailtcoats, white gloves, and nice powder? 

hair, 55 . 

Poor Pat, while ſo ble, in his mean humble ſtation, 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall long. | 

One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From. Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong. 


OEAAADABEEAPAPENEDAAEEADEEAEED EEE DEREEL 


s O N G. 
Ye Ta. ung at Sadleßs Wells. 


SAIL'D in the good ſhip the Kitty, 
With a ſtiff-blowing gale and rough ſea, 
Left Polly the lads call fo pretty, | 
Safe here at an anchor, yo yea. 


2 Yo yea, yo yea. 
She bluBber'd ſalt tears when we parted, 


And cried, now be conſtant to me; 


I told her not to be down-hearted, -- 


So up with the anchor, yo yea. 5 
. a Yo yea, yo yea. 


When the wind whiſtled larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lee, 
The hope I with her ſhould be larboard, 
Was my cable and anchor, yo yea. Rl 
DT yea, yo yea. 


And yet, my boys, wou'd you believe me, 
U return'd with no rhino from ſea ; 
My Polly wou'd never receive me, 
So again I heay'd anchor, yo ea. TREE 
5 ff ̃ĩ⅛ 1? 


1 3 S 0ONG. 


— wu — — 1 — — ——— 
— = % 2 — wy — de 


. E274 ] 
„ 


WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, 

And, ſweeily bedappled, forebodes a fine day; 

Ihe hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carcl aloud to be led to the chace. 


Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew; _ 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the fight when Aurora firſt dawns, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 
Their mattins they chaunt as they merrily queſt. 
Then, hark in the morn, Ce. 


But, oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ftart juſt as Pheebus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds ! 
= Then, hark inthe morn, Ce. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges and ditches, or top the bar'd gate; 
Horne by their bold courſers, no danger they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 

| - T ben, hark in the morn, Ee. 


Ve cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town. 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſures of ſleeping on down; 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 

Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
1 | Then, bark in the-morn, Ce 


SONG, 
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8 N 8. 


The Death of Allen. 


T*. bells they rang all in the morn, 
And Allen he roſe full ſoon ;- 

Sad tidings were heard for Allen to hear, 
That Mary would wed ere noon. 


Then Allen he call'd on Thomas 8 name, 
And Thomas came at his call: ; 
© Make ready a coffin and winding ſhroud, - 
For TI ſhall ſee my. fall. 
©: When laſt we parted with brimful eye, 

Right loving ſhe made a vow; 
Baut Richard has twice as many ſheep, ; 
And Mary forget forgets me now. 


Then bear me to the green-graſs bank. 
Where we did kiſs and play; 

And tell her, the rain, that made it ſo green, | 
Has waſh'd my kiſſes away. 


The bridegroom led the bride fo fair; 
The prieſt he came anon; 

But Thomas he brought his dear friend” 8 corſe, 
Or ere the wedding was done. | 


. 


He laid him on the nan c 
Where they did kiſs and play; 8 
And told her, the rain, that made i it ſo i 7 
Had waſh'd his kiſſes 5 


When ſhe beheld poor Allen's ; dead care, 

» Her maiden bluſh was loſt ; 

She faded, as tho' on April morn 

A primroſe MEN by a froſt, | : 
BY 4 | 'Then, 


n 
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Ihe grand ſummum bonum a bumper of wine. 


1 


Then, all beneath one fatal ſtone, 


Together they bury'd were: 


- 


Falſe maidens, who break your plighted vow, © 
Take heed ye come not there. . 
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T he Poxcer of Wine. 


N vain whining lovers their Cupid ſhall prize, 
1 And boaſt that his godſhip's deri vd from the ſkies : 


'Tho' divine was the birth of the young God of Love, 


Our Bacchus, we know, was the ſon of great Jove: 

Let us number Love's vot'ries, T think we can prove, 

That tho? all the world drink, 'tis not all the world 
love. . _— 


When malicious young Cupid oerwhelms us with grief, 
In the comforts of Bacchus we find ſure relief: 
Tho' Chloe, diſdainful, deny you her charms, 
Wher glowing with rapture you ruſh to her arms, 


Pay your court to a bumper, and there you will find 
A gay ſmiling miſtreſs, eternally kind. | 


Nay, when chilling Age, like bleak Winter, comes on, 
And the ſunſhine of Beauty and Love ſhall be gone, 
S431] contiant your bumper will ſmile to the end, 

And ſupply both the place of miſtreſs and friend, 

I et us number Love's vot'ries, I think we can prove, 
Tho' all the world drink, tis not all the world love. 


HIS ISISIHIESIISSIF$IES$544 4404303650. 
F ET the ſchools about happineſs warmly diſpute, 
And weaty their ſenſe in the ceaſeleſs purſuit ; 


In ſpite of their maxims, I dare to define 


n 


1 
ie balſam ſpecific that heals .ev'ry ſore ; 
The oft'ner we taſte it we love it the more: 


"Tis the cement of friendſhip, the opium of ſtrife, 
The plaiſter of * the cordial of 15 


While thus we carouſe it, the 9 of che ſoul 

O'er life's rugged highway agreeably roll; | 

Each thinks of his charmer, who never can cloy; 
While fancy rides poll to the regions of 3 joy, 


Then he, who true happineſs ſeeks to obtain, 
Undaunted the pool of the goblet muſt drain; 
For, he, who the courts of the goddeſs would know. 
Thro' Bacchus's vineyard- plantation muſt go. 


* 7 
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Sung in the Agreeable Surpriſe. | 
& agen virgin lily of the night, 


Aurora finds in tears; 
But ſoon, in coif of native white, 
Her fragrant head ſhe rear: 
No longer droops, diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 
But freſh and blithe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 
| And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ſtreams of noble e N 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 

Emerging in their devious courſe, 

Iranſlucent beauties ſhew. 
Ob'er golden ſands they gently glide, 
| Unruffled with the gale, 

Reflecting heav'n with ſplendid pride, 

As rolling e the vale. 


o * 
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'7HILE others barter eaſe for ſtate, 
And fondly aim at growing great, 
Let me (with roſy chaplets crown'd)- 
Stretch'd-on the flow'r-enamel'd ground, 
The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 
Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 
Already ſee the purple juice 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 0 
A ſecond youth — Again the bow 
With warm defires inflames my ſoul. 


Quickly, ah! quickly muſt I leave. 
The joys which wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 
And mingle with my parent earth ; 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
With llaves ſuſtain a common fate. 
Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Hleſt in the joys of love and wine; 
Come, ve virgin throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance; 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound | 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round ; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
Soft delight, and gay deſires. 
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F F | 
Sung In the Agrecable Surpriſe » 


APPY, harmleſs, rural pair, 

Void of jealouſy or care; 
Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love! 


1 * 


Dulcet notes of pence a love. | AS 


Say, ye ond; ye richt and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate, 
Real pleaſures can ye prove?! © &© 
No; 'tis found 1 in rural love. 


W 


eee 


8 OD N G. 
The Virtues of Wine. 


ETTER our heads than hearts ſhould ck 5 
Love's childiſh empire we deſpiſe: 
Good wine of him a ſlave can make, ; 

And force a lover to be. wiſe... -” TE 
Wine ſweetens all the cares of peace, : 
And takes the terrors off from war; 
To love's affliction it gives eaſe, | 

And to our joys does beſt propenee.-- 


Better our heads than Nan mould ach; FA 
Love's childiſh empire we deſpiſe : : 

Good wine of him a {lave can make,. , 

And force a lover to be wife. 


vανõο αj n a c f u n 1 , f N cr u & & u uu #65 92:04 / 


Sung in Summer Amuſement... 
OW hard our. hapleſs lot ears, 7 


5 As virgin, or as wife! 
Reſtrain'd in all our early years. 
Dillreſs'd in Hr life ! Se 


SIE. 


[ wo J 


| If fond affection warms our hearts, 
"i Too oft' unfeeling man, | 
"0 From faith, from truth, from love departs, 
K And triumphs. where he can. 
"= W 
f ih) The Smiles of Jamie. 


OUNG Cupid is with me wherever I go—. 
1 He plagues me, and teazes, and vexes me ſo- 
Jo ſhun the young urchin Iffly to the grove, 
But ſoon at my elbow I find little Love: 
I meet with young Strephon, the pride of the plain; 
His ſmiles for a moment can baniſh all pain; 
Then Cupid to teize me, is ſure to repeat 
The ſmiles of your Jamie are ten times more ſweet. . 


T*other day, when reclining in Strephon's gay bow'r, 
And charm'd with the fragrance. of each blooming. 
flow'r; | „ . 
The villet, the lily, the ſweeteſt that blows, l 
He had twin'd with young myrtle, the woodbine, and. 
roſe; | ro Fes 
I forgot the young tyrant; and own'd to the ſwain, . 
That this fragrant ſport was the pride of the plain; 
But Cupid ſtept forward, and cried—* Tis a cheat; 
The breath of your Jamie is ten times more ſweet.” 


Quite angry, at laſt, Ieried ! Let me alone; 

I h ve ſenſe, and have ears, and have eyes of my own Sn; 
Your blindneſs and folly willlead me aſtray, 

V hile Prudence to Strephon's gay bow 'r leads the way.? 
P ovok'd by my anſwer, he preſently. flew, _ | 
And brought my dear Jamie quite full in my view; 
Inſtructed by Love, he knelt down at my feet, 

Ang the vows of my Jamie are true —— 


* 
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Now Strephon, in vain, may exert all his powW'r; 
With Jamie, contented, T'll ſhun'the gay bow'r ;. 
In a cottage more humble, contented to dwell, : 
Wich him Iam happy, tho' humble my cell. 
To revenge me on Cupid for all my paſt pain, 
I'll bind the young rogue in a ſweet roſy chain; 

Pl cut off his wings, and tie lead tojhis. feet; | 
For with Love and my Jamie my joys are complete. 


— 3 
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8. O N. 6, 
| Sung in Lowe ina Village- 


Fl how ſhall I, in language weak, 
O My ardent paſſion ws: | 
Or form my falt'ring tongue to ſpeak. 
TLuhat cruel word, Farewel ! | 

Farewel—but know, tho' thus we part, 

My thoughts can never tray ; 

Go where I will, my conſtant heart 

_ Muſt with my charmer ſlay. 


Sung in Summer Amuſement. 


T 7 HAT means that downcaſt look, my dear > 
Why heaves the figh? why drops the tear? 


What tears diſturb? what doubts annof/ /, 
Thoſe hours which love ſhould gild with joy? 


Tho' tranfient:care now dims our eyes. 

| More flatt'ring proſpects ſoon ſhall riſe; 
Each fond endearing ſcene ſhall prove | 

The matchleſs force of Melville's love. 


1 
* * 
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Sung in Artaxerxes. 


J in not rage, thy boſom bring, 


Pity's ſofter claim remove; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Fore'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


| Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, | 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt ; 
Nor with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows on th'oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy 1 firing, - 
Pity's ſofter claim remove; 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by ys rack'd by love. 


Heav'n that ev ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er this wretched ſtate can mend; 


I, alas! at once have loſt, 5 
Fatlier, brother, lover, friend . Se 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove; 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, | 
Forc'd: by duty, rack'd by love. 


OSS SSSSSrS SS t Sth ppt abit hte bhi 40, | 
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Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Choice of Harlequin. 
E 3 pads, ye divers, and all upon the 


In Tothill. fields gay ſheep-walk, like lambs = ſport 
1 eier. 
Rattlin- 


— Your j Jazy pays 'the garniſh, unle 


3 
E 
Rattling up your darbies, come hither at my call, 


I'm Jigger-dubber here, and you're 'wellcome to mill 
doll. 


With my tow row, fc... 


At your Inſurance- office the flats you've taken 3 in; 
The game you've play'd, my kiddy, you're always. 
ſure to win: £ 
Firſt you touch the ſhiners—the number. up—you 
break : 
With, your inſuring policy, 1 I'd not inſure your neck, 
With my tow, row, c. 


The Wh with trotters nimble could fly from Hogs 
liſh blows, : 
And they've got nimble daddles, as Monſieur plainly 
ſhews : 
Be thus the foes of-Britain bang dn - aye; thump away 
Monſieur, 
The hemp you're beating now wilt make you a wa | 
taire. 
With my tow, r0W, & c. 


My peepers, who've we here now ?: why this 1s ſure 
Black Moll ! | 

Why ma'am, you're of the. fair ſex, ſo welcome to. 
mill doll: | 

The cu!l with you who'd venture into a ſnoozing kts, | 

Eike blackamoor Othello, ſhould Put out the light, | 

and then —— | 

With my tow, row, Te. 


think, my flaſhy coachman, that you'll take better 
care, | 
Nor for a little bub come the ſlan #2 upon your fare : 
the fees you tip: 
Tho? you're a Ong coachman, here the gagger holds 
the * ; 
| With my toro, row, 8 


Cher MS, | 


T I 284 ] 
| Chorus. 


We're ſcamps, we're pads, we're divers, we're all 
upon the lay, 
In Tothill-felds gay ſheep-walk, like lambs we ſport 
and play: 
Rattling up your darbies, we're either at your call ; 
You are Jigger-dubber aer and we're fore'd for to 
mill doll. 


With our four, row, | c. 


+- 
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O N- (a7 
Sung inthe Caſtle of Andalsfi 


'T IKE my dear ſwain, no youth you'd ſee, 
1 So blithe, ſo gay, ſo full of le F 
In all our village, who but h 
To foot it up fo featly? 
His lute. to hear, 
From far and near, 
Each female came, 
Both girl and dame; 
And all his boon, 
For ev'ry tune, 


T o kiſs em round fo ſweetly. 


While round him, in the jocund ring,.. 
We nimbly danc'd, he'd. play or ſing; 
of May the youth was choſen king, 
He caught our ears ſo neatly. 
Such muſic rare, | ' 
In bis guittar! 
But touch his lute, 
The croud was mute: 
His only boon, 
For every mane. 
To kiſs em * ſo ſweetly. — 


| 4$$44$4$+$444 SS 
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8. g by Mr. Eqrwin, in the Cafe ali. 


SOLDIER I am for a lady : 
\ What, beau was &er arm'd compleater?, 
When face to face, | 
Her chamber the place, _ 
I'm able and willing to meet her. 
Gad's eurſe ! my dear Jafles, Pm ready | 
To give ye all- ſatisfaction; 


I'm the man, 0 . 1 Fe | "8-4 ; | * 
For the crack of your fan, 3 5 
"Tho? I die at your feet in the action. - 


Your bobbins may beat up a raw dow dow, 
Your lap-dop may out with his bow wow wow 3 
- The challenge is love, : 
I take up the glove, |: . "eat 1's 
Tho? 1 die at your: cet in the aftion. 0 4 
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Swag the Winter's Ta oy 
OME, come, wy good hepherds, bur flocks * 


wit ſhear, * vp 
In your holiday ſuits with your lalfes' 'APPe; 8 
The happieſt of folks are the guitleſs and free, i 
And who are ſo gdtlefe, | ſo happy as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught. 5... 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught; _ 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our | 
eyes, 


For, knowing no falſhood, we need no Uiſgoile. | 


* 0 
: 1 4. 


Foal 

By mode and caprice are the city dames led, 
But we as the children of nature are bred, 

By her hands alone we are-painted and dreſs'd, 


For the roſes will bloom, when there” Peace in the 
breaſt. | | 


The giant, ambition, we never can d. nad, 

Our toofs are too low for ſo lofty a head ; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door Tt 
They ſmiie with the ſimple, and feed with the poor 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal, 
Like the flocks that we feed ate the pailions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folks to. deceive and betray. 


+$+++ 


s. O N. G. 


The Sailor Adieu. 

I STRESS me with thoſe tears no more, 
One kiſs, my love, and then adieu; 
The laſt boat deſtin'd for the ſhore, 

Waits, deareſt girl, alone for you. 
Soon, ſoon before the light winds borne, 

Shall I be ſever'd from your fightz 
You, left the- lonely hours to mourn, 

And weep thro” many a ftormy night. 


When far. along the reſtleſs deep, 

In trim array the ſhip ſhall ſteer; 
Your form, remembrance ſtill mall keep, 
Your worth affection Mill revere: 
And with the diſtance from your eyes, 
My love for you ſhall be encreas'd, 

As to the pole the needle lies, 
And fartheſt off, {till varies-leaft. 
While round the bowl the cheerful crew. 
Shall fing of triumphs on the main; 
My thoughts ſhall fondly. turn to you, 
Of. you alone ſhall be my ſtrain; | 


187 J 
And when we've 525 the leaguing foe; 
Revengeful for our country's: wrong, 


Returning home my heart ſhall ſhew 
No fiction grac'd my artleſs ſong. 


. 


* 


wennn !,“ 
© 0 N 6; 


Sung by Mrs. Banniſter, in Sherwood T t. 


Travers'd Judah's barren ſand, 
At beauty's altar to adore; | 
But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters were no. more. 


In Greece, the bold i imperious mein, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 
Bade love's devotion not be ſeen 
Where conſtancy is ever nigh. 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 
l bent my never-ceaſing way, 
And to Loretta's temple bore 
A mind devoted ſtill to pray. 


But there, too, ſuperſtition? s hand 
Had ſicklied ev'ry feature o'er, 
And made me ſoon regain the land, 
Where a. fills che Weſtern More. 


Where Hymen, with celeſtial pow — 5 

Connubial tranſport doth adorn ; | 
Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 
That uſhers 1 in each happy morn. 


Ve daughters of old Albion? 5 ie, 
Where'er I go, where'er I fray, 

O charity's ſweet children ſmile, 
To chear a pilgrim on his way. 
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And ſhe's of che feminine gender. | 
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AY, why ſhou'd my brow wear the ſcowl of deſpair * 
Or, why ſhould my boſom be troudled with care ? 
Jo be cheerful's my maxim, fince life at the beſt, 
Sage philoſophers long fince- declar'd it a jeſt. 


Chill forrow to baniſh, is eaſy (don't doubt it) 
But though many know how, there's but few fet about 
| Is | | | 
This art to each mortal, kind nature has lent, 


| Wou'd they try but to ule it, tis nought but content. 


The glow of compaſſion, and ſympathy's tear: 
Th' emotion arifing from friendſhip ſincere, 
Are pleaſures which heav'n to few has aſſign'd, 
Only found in a feeling and ſenfible mind. 


That all pleaſure conſiſts in idea we know, 
'Then whatever can happen to-man here below, 
If it pleaſes, is welcome, and as for the reſt, 


My friend, Canvip. *- declares, it is all for the beſt. 


At the troubles and cares of mankind then Þ ll laugh, 
And from pleaſure's full bowl, boys, Ul] jovially quaff; 
Nor ne'er ſhall my boſom be troubled with care, 
Nor ever my brow wear the icowl of deſpair. 


* Voltaire's Optimiſt, 


'T 


* 
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Sung Ey Mr. Edwin, in the Agretable Surpriſe, 
ED | - MO, amas, | | 
„ J love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender; | 
Sweet cowlhp's grace | 


Is her nom'tive caſe, 


Cher 44 » 
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Glenn 


Rorum corum 

Sunt divorum, 

Harum ſcarum! divo! . 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and WF SS Ys 
Hic, hoc, horum genitivo.! 


Can ! decline, 
A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcisz _ 
Her ocalus bright, 
Her manus White, 
And ſoft, when! I tacto her pulſe is. 
Rorum corum, a. 


Oh how bella, 
| My puella! _ 
PII kiſs ſecula ſeculorum: 
If I'v& luck, fir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benediforum ?, 


* 


— eee 
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Sang by Mr. Edwin. 


ERE's an old ſong made by an antient ai $44 
Of a worthy old gentleman whe had a good 
eſtate : 
And kept a very plentiful houſe at a very plentiful rate, 
With a good old porter to relieve the poor at his gate. 
Moderation, ae, O wonderful moderation! 


Rorum corum, &. 


With a good lady, whoſe anger a good word aſſuages, 
Who never knew what belong'd to coachmen, lootmen, 


or pages ; Is 
u 
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But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages, 
And kept twenty or thirty old men in blue coats and 


3 


badges. 55 
| Moderation, &c. 


75 - 
With an old library fill'd full of learned old books, 


And a reverend old chaplain, you might know him by 


his looks, 
An old buttery hatch worn off the old hooks, - 
And a good old kitchen that maintains half a dozen 
good cooks, „„ 
Moderation, &. 


With an old hall hung round with guns, pikes, and 


bows, | | 
An old frize coat to cover his worſhip's trunk hoſe, 
And a cup * good old cherry to comfort his copper 
noſe. | | 
Moderation, &c. 


With a good old cuſtom when Chriſtmas is come, 
To call in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum; 
And have good cheer enough in every old room 
And liquor enough to make a cat ſpeak, and a wiſe 
| man dumb. | 
h Moderation, &c. 


With an old huntſman, a falconer, and a pack of 


hounds, 0 


With which he ne'er hunted but on his own grounds; 


For he like a wiſe man kept himſelf within bounds, 
And when he dy'd left each child a good old thouſand 
| pounds. 


Moderation, &c. 


Then to his eldeſt ſon his houſe and land he aſſign'd, 


Charging ebe his will to be of the ſame bounteous 
mind; | 


But in the end you ſhall hear how he was inclin'd, 


And left his good old father's precepts behind. 


Alteration, &c. 
Like 


on: 
Like a young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſion of 
his land, 
'He took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond; 


 .Kept a brace or two of creatures at his own command; 


And drinking at taverns *til! he could neither fit or. 


| and. | 
| Alteration, &c. 


With a new lady 1 was freſh and ful | | 
And never knew what belong'd to houſekeeping or 
care ; 


Who kept a dozen or two of fans to play the wanton 
air, 


And half a 4 dreſſes made of horſes manes and 


cow tail hair. 
Alteration, &c. 5 


With a new library ſtuff'd full of pamphlets and plays 
And a new faſhion'd ſort of a chaplain who ſwears 
faſter than he prays; _ 
Alſo a new buttery hatch that opens but once in five 
+ or fix days, 
And a large kitchen ſtor'd with nothing but kickſhaws 
and toys. 


Alteration, &c. 
With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 
In which was never ſeen fre, either of turf, coal, or 
wood ; 
Tt was hung round with pictures which did the poor 
little good, 
The ſabject whereof were all profane and lewd. 


Alteration, „ 


With a new faſhion when Chriſtmas is come, 
In a poſt chaiſe for London we muſt be gone, 
And leave nobody at home but our new porter, John, 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with 
a ſtone. 
Atteradon, Kc. 
With 


— ISS 
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Wich a new valet, his perſon to adorn, 

In order to attend my Lord's Levee in the morn z 

In horſe-racing, gaming, maſquerades and plays, 

The young gallant conſumes health, wealth, and days, 
Alteration, &c. 


2 


New 5 are e with his father” sold gold, 
For which many of his father 8 good _ manors were 
x - ſole, | 
w oF is the reaſon moſt men do hold, 
Toat open nn now a days grown ſo very 
ot En us : ; 
| Alteration, alteration, O ! wonderful alteration. 


eee 
S ON 19 75 
* riendfbip. 


HE world, my dear Mira, is full deceit, 

And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
Hou ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found! 

Oh! * thou balm, and rich ſweet” ner of 
ife 

Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of frife ; ; 

Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 


But . detuftons, the joys of an hour, 


How mack to be priz'd Lal eſteem'd is a friend, 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend ? 
»Our joys when extended will always increaſe, 
*Andgriefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace, 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear, 
Their kindeſs to offer and friendſhip lincere ; 

TFEt change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
Ne, longer to court you * eagerly preis, . 


* 
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"Th he PRs to Ma Chere Amie, 


| A Chere Amie! let not deſpair 
| Your boſom load with anxious care, 
hoſe heart's ſo open, mind ſo free | 
Ill 5 of mor. who thinks of me. 
Ma Chere Amie, do. 
_ cage not a tender virgin's flame 
With rudeneſs, to confeſs the ſame; 
Oh ! pardon all the faults you ſee, £7 
Still think of her, who thinks of thee. | 
Ma Chere Amie, 
Then let us to the Sat incline, 
And Hymen wait our hands to join, 
For ever after happy be, 
T1 bleſs'd with you and you in me. | . 
Ma Chere Amie. 
EEE 
S8 O NG. oy 
The Sorrows of Charlotte, on the Death of Werter. 
Sung by Mr. Goldfinch, at Sadler's Wells. 


HEN Werter firſt fair Charlotte ſaw, 
What ſtrange emotions ſeiz'd his breaft, 
And robb'd him too for e'er of reſt, 
By force of love's deſpotic law: 
Then oft he'd ſeek the willow grove, 
And as he'd thro? the coverts rove, 
Oh how he'd ſigh, he'd figh for guilty love ! 


Then back return with eager pace, 
And Charlotte, Charlotte, mournful cry, 
The while he would ſo fadly ſigh, 

That tears would trickle down his face + 


And 


1 85 ,, 
And when ſhe ſaw him thus in woe, 
She'd ſweetly whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh how [I grieve, I grieve to ſee you fo! 


His fatal paſſion oft ſhe'd ch ide, | 
That both their ſad misfortunes wrought : © 
When fate the doleful tidings brought, 
For love of Charlotte—Werter dy 4 

Oh how ſhe cry'd in bitter wo, 
How could you, Werter, pain me ſo, 
Oh how I grieve the world thy death muſt 

"_ know ! | | FE 


The F our Nations, 


N vain do poets ftrive to ſing 
The hero, patriot, and king, 
That bleſs'd Great Britain's iſle; 
The taſk's too great for any one, 
Except a Homer or Milton ; 
All want both words and ſtyle. 


g 4 : 
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Engliſhman. 


| Hark! how the drums and trumpets ſound, _ 
While Engliſhmen are bravely crown'd 
| With laurels every Where; 
See, meagre, frighted, Frenchmen run 
From thund'ring, roaring, Engliſh gun, 

To ſhun death and deſpair. - 


* See, crowds of volunteers, each day, 
| Who ſing to Granby haſte away, 
Our honour to maintain ; 
_ Convince Monſieurs that we are free, 
In church, in ſtate, in liberty. 
Lords of the land and main. 1 8 8 
; "BYE 


E 
But who comes here that wears the leek ? 


Methinks a Welchman, let hur ſpeak : 
Old Briton, what d'ye ſay? 


Welchman. 


Why, hur name it is Taffy, and look ye bene now, 

Hur's left her own wife, hur own ſon, and hur cow; 

And hur wiſh hur may never go home to hur kouſe, 

Till hur makes the French dogs ſhit ſo ſmall as a 
mouſe. 


For a Welthinan can ne'er live at home at hur eaſe, | . 
While Frenchmen do rob hur of hur putter and cheeſe: | 


For Shenkin ap Morgan and David ap Shones, 


Were never yet fearful of breaking their pones. 


Yes, Taffy will fight, cotſplutter a- nails, 

For hur King and her Queen, and hur own Prince of 
Wales; | 

And Sawney will help hur, whoſe heart will ne'er fail, 

To fight with a . ſword as ah as a flail. | 


S Ee 


Breethers what are ye a about? 

Wha' the deel makes aw this rout ? 

Oer the ſeas, and o'er the lands, 

Cheer up my lads, gie me your hands: 

In me you ſall a brother find, 

De'el dam me an' I ſtay behind ; | | 
My Iraid ſword fall gie them law, , , 
O'er the hills and far awa'. ; Cr ; 


When we meet Frenchmen face to face, 
They rin awa', we pie them chace; 
Wha' purſue them like the lads 
That wear the bonnets, ſwords and plaids ? 
Fou' or empty, drunk or dry; 
Ober valieys low, or mountains high ; 
12 
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In ſummer's heat, in froſt or ſnaw, 
We always gar them rin awa'. 


Then gie's a cogue and let us fing 
Our foldiers, ſailors, and our King, 


Iriſhman. 


And Teapue bears a chorus, who never did fail 
To ehr for Old England ſing Grannywale! 
Muſba tcl de rel, lol lol de rel, lorrol lol la. 
Whack tal de ral, &c. 
Agas fat de ral, &c. 
Beſides farrel [ol lol, Sc. 


King George wears my harp, and the crown on bis 

Z ſhield; 

I'm the firſt in the battle, the laſt in the feld; 

And Frenchmen ſwear, nothing can fright a brigade 

So much, as the face of a true honeſt "Teague. 
Mi ſba tal de rol, Se. 


I value no Sackville, no o ſhitſack, or louſe, 


Who (tro: e to break open my mother's old houſe ; 
For V.irden has proved him a rogue to his face ; 
Makaak mal a Malak is now in om 80 

_ © Mujhatal de rol, c. 


Then give's a drink, and let's drink all four 

To lick the French King for a ſon of a whore; 

We'll make him cry out Marbleau, to his ſhame, 

Or Whil- l. alow, and that's all the ſame, 
Muſha tal de rol, Ec. 


NN Agen REN SFF 
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Sung by M:s. Jordan, in the Strangers at Home. 


HEN firſtI began, fir, to ogle the ladies, 
V And ſoft nothings to wel as a Pony fellow“ 


trade 1 25; 
W hilt 


( 1973 | 
Whilſt with rapturous praiſes I dwelt on each feature, 
f 1 flole a fly kiſs—'twas fye; you wicked creature; 
But ſoon in tones lower and ſofter and ſweeter, | 
Halt-pleas'd they wou'd whiſper—fye, you wicked 
creature, | 


Each evening new conqueſts to conqueſts ſucceeded 3 

Perplex'd how ſo many fond claims I ſhould parry, | 

To ſettle them all I reſolv'd, faith, ro marry 3 1 8 

And preſs'd lovely Laura, in language ſtill ſweeter, | 

'Till bluſhing ſhe whiſper'd—I'm your's, you wicked | 
C:Cature, IS IN 


| 
ö 
Indeed my attractions no gallantry needed, 5 N 
| 
| 
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\ TOW we're free from College Rules, | | 
| From Common-place-book reaſon, * | 


ade, 


Ye. 


me. 


5 
-11ow's 


W hill 


From trifling ſyllogiſtie ſchools, = 
And ſyſtems out cf ſeaſon : 

Never more we'll have defin'd, 
If matter thinks, or thinks not, 

All the matter we ſhall mind, 
Is—he who drinks—or drinks not. 


Tho' we by metaphyſics trace, 
The mind or ſoul abiratted ; 
And prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe on cauſe effected: 
Yet better ſouls we can't become 
By immaterial thinking; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum—yacuum—minus—plus, 
Are learned words and rare t00, 


| Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 


And thoſe who pleaſe may hear LOO, 
| | 13 


A plenum 
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A plenum in our wine we ſhew, _ 
With plus, and plus behind, fir, 
And when our caſh is minus, low, 
A vacuum ſoon we find, fir, 


Copernicus, that learned ſage, 
Dane Tycho's error proving, 
Declares in—] can't tell what page 
Theearth round Sol is moving. 
But which goes round, what's that to us? 
Fach is, perhaps, a motion; N 
With earth and fun we make no fuſs, 
But mind the bottle's motion, | 


. G:ieat Galileo ill was us'd, 


Ey ſuperſtition's fury ; 
Aniigodeans were abus'd 
Ey ignoramus jury; 
Bur, fret to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy ; 


For when we're drunk, probatum eſt, 


Vere tumbling topſy turvy. 


Newton talk'd of lights and ſliades, 
And different colours knew, hr; 
Don't let us diſturb our beads. 
We will but ſtudy two, fir; 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
Reflection and retraction ; 
After him we name our toaſt, — 
The centre of attraction.” 


On that Theſis we'll declaim, 
With Rratum, ſuper ſtratum ; 
There's mighty magic in the name, 
Tis Nature's poltulatum. - 
Wine, in nature next to love, 
Then wiſely let us blend em; 
Firſt though, phyſically prove, 
Nun; tempus eſt bibendum. 


SONG. 


Who thus the time Deg 


See, ſee, our train advances, 


[9]. 


rg oe Wo. 
Sung in the Pantomime of Harlequin Freemaſon, 


ls bleak and froſty morning, 
All thought of danger ſcorning, 
Our ſpirits briſkly flow, | 
All in a glow, ; 
Thro' the ſparkling ſnow, 
| While a ſkaiting we go, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
To the ſound of the merry horn. 


From right to left we're plying, 
 Swifter than winds we're flying, 


Spheres on ſpheres ſurrounding, 
ealch and itrength abounding: 
In circles we ſleep, + 
Our poiſe ſtill we keep, 
Behold how we ſweep 
The face of the deep. Che 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 


Great Jove looks on us ſailing, 


Where the waters he ſeal, 
Still rove on our keel, 
Our weapons are ſtee], 
And no danger we feel, . 5 
| h With a fa, la, la, &c. 


See how each skaiter lances, 
Health and ſtrength abounding, 
While horns and hautboys ſounding, 
The Tritons ſhall blow, 
Their couch-ſhells below, 
And their beards fear to ſhew, 
While a skaiting we go, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
To the ſound of the merry horn. 


The Virgin s F rſt Love. | 


T FOW ſweet i 15 the joy when our bluſkes per 
The youthful affection which glows in the heart, 
When prudence and duty and reaſon approve, 


The timid delight of the Virgin's Firſt Love. 


But if the fond Virgin be deſtin*d to feel, 

A paſſion ſhe muſt in her boſom conceal, 

Leet a ſtern parent's anger the flame diſapprove, . 
Where's then the delient of the Virgia' s Firſt Love * 


If Rolen the glance by which Love is conſeſyd. 

If the ſigh when half-heav'd be with terror ſuppreſs'd ; 
If the whiſper of paſſion cold caution muſt move, 
Where's then the delight of the Virgin's Firſt Love. 


Or if her fond 5 with tenderneſs ſighs 

For a lover, who ceaſes her paſſion to prize, 
Forgetting the vows with which warmly he ſtrove 
Jo gain the ſoft charms of the Virgin's Firſt Love: 


If tempted by int*reſt he ventures to ſhun 

The gentle affections his tenderneſs won, 
With another thro? paſſion's wild mazes to rove, ; 
- Where's then the delight of the Virgin's Firſt Lore? 


See ber eye, when the tale of his treach'ry ſhe hears, 
Now beaming with ſcorn, and now Aan ning with 
: tears; | 
How great is the angmiſh ſhe's fated to prove! 
Farewell the delight of the Virgin's Firſt Love. 


No more ſweet emotion ſhall glow on her cheek, 


But paleneſs her boſom” s keen agony — . 
An 


„ 1 
And dimm'd by affliction that eye ſhall now prore, 
Which ſpoke the mild warmth of tae Virgin's Firſt 
Love. e 


And now, ſad companion of mental diſtreſs, 

Diſeaſe ſteals upon her in health's flatt'ring dreſs; 
Sure the bluſh on that cheek ev*ry fear muſt remove, 
Ah no! 'tis th' effects of the Virgin's Firſt Love. 


Still brighter's the colour which glows on her cheek, 
Her od hooks a luſtre no language can ſpeak; -_ 
Yet vain are the hopes thele appearances move, 

Fond parent! they ſpring from the Virgin's Firit Love. 


And now, not unconſcious that death hovers near, 

On her face ſee the ſmiles of contentment appear; 
No ſtruggle, no groan, his dread ſummons to prove, 
He ends the fond dream of the Virgin's Firit Love. | 


Ye nymphs! ere your boſoms with tenderneſs heave, 
Let your choice from a parent glad ſanction receti ez 
Leſt hopeleſs affection's keen anguith vou prove, 
And Hymen ne'er ſmile on the Virgin's Firit Love. 


But chiefly beware that the much-favour'd youth 

Is wholly devoted to you and to truth, 

Leſt the anguiſh of ſlighted affection you prove, 

And death end the dream of the Virgin's Firſt Love, 


OE REESE SE BE SE EA EE SEES RPE et i i a uu 
S O N G. 
By Sir M. W. Rialey. 


TL ſnows are diſſolving on Torne's rude fide, 
And = ice of Lulhea flows down the dark 
tide ! | 
Thy dark ſtreams, O Lulhea! flow freely away, 
And the ſnow-drop unfolds her pale beauties to-day. 
| | 17 1 Remote,, 


(202 1 
Remote, the keen terrors of winter retire, 
Where the North's dancing ſtreamers relinquiſh their 
we: - | T1 
Where the ſun's genial beams ſwell the bud on the tree, 
And Enna chaunts forth her wild warblings with glee. 


The rein deer unharneſ(s'd, in freedom ſhall play, 

And ſafely o'er Odon's ſteep precipice ſtray ; 
The wolf to the foreſt's receſſes flail fly, 

And how] to the moon, as ſhe glides thro” the ſky. | 

'Then haſte, my dear Lulhea ! ah! haſte to the grove! 
And pats the ſweet ſeaſon in rapture and love: 
In youth let our boſoms with extaſy glow, 

For the winter of life ne'er a tranſport can know, 


PSSSSSSSSSSSIISESSESIISES$SII$42S4S4S | 
| 6-0-8 0. | 
The Entreating Lover. 
Compoſed by William Hammatt. 
AAREWELL thou deareſt girl I love, | 


Since prayers to thee are ſpent in vain, 
\\ il not my ſighs then pity move! 
And ſhall I not thy heart e'er gain. 


Once more, my love, then hear my prayers, 
And to my tale, Ohtſt a while! 
Give not thyſelf thoſe taunting airs, 

But fondly on me gaze and ſmile, 


Let not then Henry win your heart, 

But let my prayers with you prevail, 

Let him not pierce thee with love's dart, 
But liſten to thy William's tale. 


To thee I will moſt faithful prove, 
For heaven's ſake, my love requite ;. 
To thee 1'11 fing ſoft ſtrains of love, 
And pleaſant paſs away each night. 
4 e l Wo _ SONG. 
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" N 
Sung by Mr. Fakes, in Sherwood . 


E'LL ſeek the bow'r of Robin Hood, 
And keep his bridal day, | 
For cheerfully, in blithe Sherwood, 
The brides and brideſmen play: 
Then follow me, my bonny lads, 
And we'll the paſtimes ſee; 
For the minſtrels ſing, 
And the ſweet bells ring, 
And they feaſt right merrily. 


The humming beer flows round in pails, 
With mead that's tout and old, 

And am'rous virgins tell love tales, | 
To thaw the heart that's cold: 

Then follow me, my bonny lads, &e. 


There dancing ſprightly on the green, 
Each lighttoot lad and laſs; 

Siy-ſtealing kiſſes, when unſeen, : 
And gingling glaſs for glaſs : | 

Then follow me, my bonny * &e. 


4. * 
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8 O N G. 
: fg in Sherwood Foreſt. 


E call me boneſt abs O3. 
. Molly 1 will marry O; 
In ſpite of Nell, | 
Or Iſabel, 
PII follow my own vagary 0. 
W TIM N airy O. 


L love 


Kate to Betſey's am*rous face; 


—— 2 ei IIS LAT Se r 1 
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| (26:4. - 
J love my little Mary O; | Bo 
In ſpite of Nell, : 
3 Or Jinbel, | , 
III follow my own vagary 0. 


Straight mne is and bonny O, 
Sweet as ſugar- candy O, 
Freſh and gay, 
As flow'rs in May, 
And l'm her jack-a-dandy O; 
Wich 85 rigdum, jigdum, Kc. 


Soon to church I'll bring her O, 
Where we'll wed together O; 
And that done, 
Then we'll have fun, 
In ſpite of wind or weather O; 
With my rigdum, Jigdum, &c. 


eee eee 


S O0 N 6: 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Sheraveod F 19 9 


ARGARETTA firſt poſſeſt, 
* | remember well, my breaſt, 
With my row, dow, dow, dero; 
With my reſtleſs heart next play'd 
Martha, wanton, floe-ey'd maid,. 
With her tan tarara ro. 


She to Catharine gave place ; 


With my row, dow, &c. 
Mary then, and gentle Anne, 
Both to reign at once began, 

With their tan, kee. 


— 
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Jenny next—a tyrant ſnuneñ 

But Rebecca ſet me free; 

With my row, dow, &c.. 

In a week from her [| fled, 

And took Judith in her ſtead, 
With her tan, &c. | 


She poſſeſs*'d a wond*rous grace, 

But ſhe wanted Suſan's face, 
With my row, dow, &c. 

Iſabella's rolling eye 

Eclips'd Suſan's preſently, 

With her tan, &c. 


Brown-ſkinn'd Beſs I next obey d, 

Then lov'd Nanny, red-hair'd maid; 
With my row, dow, &c. 

None could bind me, I am free, 

Vet love all the fair I ſee, 

With my tan, &e, 


7 3 
* * 


8 O N G. 
3 The Silwer-ton d Trumpets 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall, he 


. HEN rous'd by the trumpet's loud olangor ta 


arms, 1 ; 
Reluctant I quitted Eliza's. bright charms; _ 
Tho? honour commanded, yet love fill'd my mind; 
For how could | leave the dear charmer behind! - 
Yet the rage of the battle with courage I try'd, 
Survivd, while the heroes fell faſt by my ſides , 
Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms, _ 
While the filver-ton'd trumpet {till ſounded to arms. 


Now 
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While the filver-ton'd trumpet ſtill ſounded to arms. 


E des 


Now olive-rob'd peace kind advances again, 


And her bleſſings diſpenſes wide over the plain; 


\cturn'd to Eliza, we join'd in the throng, 

Where is heard the ſoft pipe, or the heart-lifting ſong; 
Each rural arauſement with rapture we try, N= 
While the beams of contentment are form'd in each 

eye: | 

Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms, 

While the filver-ton'd trumpet till ſounded to arms. 
What mortal like me ſo tranſcendently bleſt, 
When claſp'd by the charmer with joy to her breaſt ! 
The laurel of conquelt I give to the wind 

*Tis nought without love and honour-combin'd ; 

But when thus united, how noble the name ! 

That envy muſt wait on fo happy a fame: 

Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms, 


** 


reren 
„ 
1 2 Mr. Edwin, in Love in a Code 
Tis ſing you a ag: faith, I'm ſinging it here now, 


I don't mean t'affront either ſmall or big, bow, wow, 

The ſubject I've choſen, it is the canine race, 
To prove, like us two-legg'd dogs, they're a very 
fine race. | | 
4 | Bow, wow, wow, 


| Fal, lal, la. : 


Like you and I, other dogs may be counted ſad dogs; 

As we' won't drink water, ſome might think us mad 
Sons; © ; | 

A courtier's a ſpamel, a citizen a dull dog, 


A ſoldier is a maſtiff, a ſailor a bull-dog. 


Bow, wow, wow, 
Fal, lat, la. 
| An 


[ 207 J 


An old 15210 comes from church, to the poor no lady N 


kinder; 


A luſty dog her footman, with prayer- book behind 


her: 
A poor boy afks a farthing, and gets plenty of good 
kicking, 


But little Shock, her lap dog, muſt have a roaſted | 


chicken. 
Boro, WOW, - WOW) 


Fal, lal, la. 


F 


When ſilly dogs for property, uncle, ſon, and brother, 


Grin and ſnort mighty gruff, and worry one another _ 


Shou'd they a bit of equity from juſtice beg the loan of, 
That cunning ws the lawyer, Snap, carries quick 
the bone off, 

Bow, wow, png 


Fal, " la. 


A poet's a lank greybound, for the public he runs 
game down, 

A critic is a cur that ſtrives to run ks fame down; 

And though he cannot follow where the noble ſport 
| invites him, 

He ſlyly ſteals behind, and by the heel he bites him. 


Bow, wow, ob, 


Fal, lal,. la. 


You've a pack of friends, while to ſeed em you are | 


adle, . 
Your dog for his morſel crouches under your table, 
- Your friends turn tail in misfortune or iſaſter, 
But your poor faithful voy will ne'er forſake bis 
maſter. 
Bow, wow, wow, 


Fal, lal, la. 


As your friends turn tail the moment that you need 
'em, 

My dog ran away when no * I cou'd feed him, 

h | | Th 
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This cur, ſo angrateful, forſook me on my journey, 
And for a mouldy cruſt went back to the attorney. 
. Bow, wow, wow, 


Fal, lal, la. 


eee 
. 


The F Hol and Lower, 
Sung by Miſs Ing, at Vauxhall, 


'M told by the wiſe ones a maid I ſhall die; 
1 They ſay I'm too nice, but the charge I deny; 
I know but too well how time flies along, 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young. 
But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Whole ages of ſorrow for moments of j joy. 
I never will wed till a youth I can find, 
Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd. 


No pedant, tho? * or fooliſhly gay, 

Or laughing becauſe he has nothing to ſay, 

To every fair one obliging and free, 

But never be fond of any but me; 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſou} may confide, 

Whoſe 3 may ſoothe me, whoſe counſels can 
uide 

Such a youth I would marry, if ſuch I cou'd find, 

Where the friend and te lover are equally join'd. 


From fuck a dear lover as here I deſcribe, 
No danger ſhould fright me, nor millions ſhould bribe; 
But *till this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 

I am ſingle and happy, and ſtill will be fo. 

You may laugh, and ſuppoſe I am nicer than wiſe, 

But P11 ſhun the vain fop, the dull coxcomb 88 

Nor &er will I wed till a youth I can find, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally 800 5 
| SON 5 
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Sung by Mr. Edwin, Fas 9222 Putherfi* © 


F ups and downs we daily ſes | > 14 
Examples, moſt ſurpriſing 3 | 
The high and low, of each e Hy 
Now falling and now riſin 8 855 
Some up, ſome down; ſome in, ſome out; 
Some neither one nor t' other: N 
Knaves, Fools, Jews, Gentiles, join the rout, 
And joſtle one another; 
With my. heigho! 
Gee up! gee ho! 
Higgledy, piggledy ! 
Truth, honour, honeſty ! 
Trim tram! 
5 Your honeſty's ſrarce, 
Honour's grown a mere farce, 
And poor truth! baw; an obſolete Whim-whem! 


By ups and downs, ſome folks, they fay, eee 
Among grandees have got, ſir; | 
Who were themſelves, but yeſterday, 
The Lord knows who, or what, fir! 
Sans ſenſe, or pence, in merit's chair 
They doſe and dream ſupine-o! 
But how the Devil they came there— | 
Neither you nor I know. Ras 
a e eil Ec. 
Your country maid comes up to town, 
A ſimple, aukward body; _ | 
In half a year again goes COW, 
No 3 half ſo gaudy! 
Lord: 


1 
Fi 
1 
# „ 
9 1 


- Wich my hey dong, On dong, at 
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Lord ma' am! exclaims che lawyer's wiſe, 
With ſcandal ever ready, | 
You ſee the ups and downs of life 
Have made our . a lady. 
Wi th « my et- / Ge. 


Virtue and Vanity are grown 
Meer buckets in a well, ſir; 
The laſt gets up, the firſt gets down, 
As all the world can tell, ſir; 
So many downs poor Virtue meets, 
Her ups ſo ver few, fir, | 
Tis ſaid ſhe's an? ers met i' th? ſtreets, 
But that is 775 new, ſir. 
With my heigho! & c. 


Oh! what an ag of ups and downs, 
Hey! ſeven's the main, my Lord thrice bake, 
Lands, liberties, manors and towns, 
Are rattling in the dice box ! 
Up flv the fools ! on ruin bent, 
While they're full in feather ; | 
Get pack” d, then rumbling down are ſent, 
Whoop ' pell-mell all together. 
Vith my e Sec. 


eee 
8. + N G. =, | / 


- 
The London NM. 3 


Mercer I am in very good ſtile, 
A Neat and pretty by jingo! 


I bow and ſmirk, 

I noddle and jerk, 

Then prick up and perk, 
And ſimper and ſmile ; 


With my hey dong, ding dong, din go! 


Lord I am quite the thing! 
At 


E 1 


At Bagnigge Wells ſometimes I ſip tea, 
At Iſlington ſip good ſtingo: 
I ſhut up my ſhop, 
And ont of town pop, 
e dance at a hop; 
| Het he! he! he! he! 
With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo! 
A'nt I quite the ching? | 
With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo ! k 


| eee 


S O N G. 


Throw the Stocking. 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon, in Foe 10 One. | 


HEN a lover's in the inc, 
Tho? Miſs is coy, we always nd 
At laſt ſhe turns out wond' rous kind, 
b Nor thinks a man fo ſhocking: 
A woman's frowns are but a jeſt, 
She's angry only to be preſt, | 
And then ſhe grants her friends requeſt 
To letthem throw the ſtocking. 


While Pudding-ſleeves unites their hands, 
And fetters boch in marriage bands, 
John grins, and Molly fooliſh ſtands, 

To ſee the neighbours Hock 1 in: 
But after ſupper John is led, : 
With love = liquor in his head, 
Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, 
Then hey to throw the ae 


The night ſoon paſt, the morning come, 
The couple looking queer and rum, 


He 12 7 _ little, ſhe 1s dumb, 


The 
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The chamber door unlocking : : 
But Molly, who was once ſo coy, 
No longer now conceals her joy ; 
She vows all day, for her dear boy, 
She'd trudge wins a ſtocking ! 


6 
8 O N G. 
The $ ler Relief. 
| Tune—Come liſten to my Dirty. 
OW fafe moor'd; with bowl before us, 
| Meſſmates Ne a hand with me, 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, 
While he ſings our lives at fea: 
O'er the wide wave-Fwelling ocean, 
Tofs'd aloft, or tumbled low; | 


As to fear, *tis all a notion, ' 
When our time's come, we muſt go. 


: | — — wo — ago SES. ith er e 
TU rr ] . 22 . r 
* 


Tune L is ebeguered. 


| Hark the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-ſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails hand, boys, hand; 
Now ſet the braces, 


— 
f 


Don't make wry. faces, 
But the lee top- ſail ſheets let go; 
Starboard here, 
 Larboard there, 
Turn your quid, 
| Take a ſwear. 
Yo! yo! yo! 


7 r rr Hogs 0 I: 5 0 -_ ; 


Firft Tune again, 


Oh! ye landſmen, idly lying 
All along-fide beauty's charms, 
Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, 
Free from all but love's alarms. | 
While 


( 213 ] 
While on billows, billows rolling, 
Death appears in every „ RE 10h 
On no ladies laps we're rolling, 
No kind kiſs can calm the ſtorm. 


But loud peals on peals are tualng, 
Through rift rocks, the ſhrill wind Bale y 
In our eyes fierce lightning flaſhing t 1 
Scorch the ſails, and ſtench the ebe 2 1 | 4 
Zurſting clouds upon us pouri "gs l 
Black, o 'erſpread the face o "day, : 
Burying ſeas in whirlpools roaring, 


Fiery ſkies the ſpar ung ſpray. 


High, the toſſing tempeſt heaves us, 
Tow'rds the pole aloft we go, 
While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below. 
In that dark deep, down, down, down, down, 4s 

Down we ſink from fight of ſky, _ | 
By the ſwell as inftant up thrown, 
Hark! what means yon diſmal cry! 


The foremaſt's gone, yells ſome ſad tongue out, 
Over the lee, twelve feet bove deck.— 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
*Quick the lanyards cut in pieces, 
Come my hearts he ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the well, the leak ien 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


Worſe and worſe, the wild winde N 
| Warring waves around us foam, 
= For the worſt, while we're preparing, 
Nature ſhrinks, and ſighs for home: 

There our babes perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little liſping ſtrain, 

As round their mother's knees they're playing, 5 
Daday ſoon will come. in- | 


Tune 


MERE" >= "RO 


n 
„ 


„ 
r one morn a jolly young Tar. 


If we muſt die, why die we muſt, 
Tis a birth in which all muſt belay mun. 


When our debt's due, for death won't truſt, 


Then all hands be ready to pay mun. 
As to life” 5 ſtriking 1 its fla ag, never fear, 
Our cruzze 1s out, that's all my brother, - | 
In this world we've luff'd it up, thus, and no near, 
So let's ſhip dane we off for another. 


Tune the firſt again. 


Overboard the guns be throwing, 
To the pumps come ey'ry hand, 
See her mizen maſt is going, 
On the lee beam lies the land. 
Riſing rocks appear before us, 
Hopeleſs, yet for help we call, 


 Ev'ry fea breaks fatal o'er us, 


To the ſtorm's fell power we fall. 


Now diſmay, with aſpet bond, 
Swells each ſleepleſs eye with tears; 
And deſpair, with briſtly forehead, 
On each bloodleſs face appears. 
Sadly we view the ruthleſs wave 
O'erwhelming ſeas roll mountain high; 
The ſwell comes on, our watery grave.— 
Hark! what means yon happy cry! 


The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt; 


We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up and rig a jury fore - maſt, | 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off 3 


Now, my hearts, we fe ſafe from ſinking, 


We'll again lead ſailors lives; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking 


To our weethearts, and our WIVES. es 
SONG. 


The, Sailor? s Return. 1 | 
ROM ploughing the ocean and thraing 1 Mon- 


ſieur, 
In Old England we "re landed once more: 
Your hands, my brave 2% erer halloo boys what 
* cheer, 
ow a ſailor that's j juſt come on ſhore ! 


T hoſe hectoring blades be to ſcare us, no doubt, 


And to cut us and flaſh us—marblieu ! 
But hold there, avaſt! they were plaguily out, 
8 have ſlic'd them and PINT them too. 


Then courage, my hearts i own 3 know, 


Von invaders ſhall ſoon do you right: 
The lion may rouze when he hears the cock crow, 
uk ſhould never be putin a Rade | 
You've > nds to Gun your nonſeniical } Jars, 
Your d d party and idle conteſt ; = 
And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the . 


- A fra-faring ſpark, if ths maids can affect, 
Bids the ſimpering gypſies look to't; 

Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of Giccsurfe; | 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like ; 
But t' wear thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 1 
ow 


4 


Now long live the King, may he — eee 3 


Of no power, no faction afraid 


= Mar Britain's proud flag till exult o 'er the . 


Ls 


At all Poon of. the 2 diſplay d. 


No Ade DILL 16 Votths en ; 
Steady, ſteady. and ſafe may ſhe ſail ; 
o ignorant pilot eer fit at the helm, 33 
Or her anchor of H rr e 4 3 


o 
1 3 . 
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5 0 N G. 
Sung by Mr. Davies, in Two 70 One. 


HERE is a chambermaid lives in the Soutk, 
So tight, ſo light, ſo neat, ſo gay, ſo handy—o ! ! 
Hes breath is like the roſe, and the pretty little mouth 
Of pretty lirtle Tipperi is the date 10 


Never could 1 let the walſt of Sukey, Sat; or Peg. 

Their arms ſo red, their ugly legs fo bandy—o! - 

But ſlim and taper is the waiſt; the neat and pretty 
leg 


g * 
Of pen little eren is the dandy—0 1 


Tippet of tue South, if me gives me but a Ame, 
Cheers the cockles of my Kipping heart like 
brandy -o! 


Each part, rack limb, each look, would any one 


beguile, 
But take her aliogether, the? s the dandy—o! 


Fach part, each limb, each look, would any one 
beguile ; 


And Tippet's little total is the dandy—o ! 4 


SONG. 


AM aw 33 
eo ν⁰ůðeen vogue 
S O N Gebeine 
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In inkle and Yarico, omitted in the nal, 
0 GIVE me your plain-dealing fellows, : yo 
Who never from honeſty. ſhrink ; 
Not thinking on all they mou'd tell wok 
But I us all that wy think. 


Bien ers SHS 
Truth from man e wine . a bottle, 2 
His free-ſpoken heart's a fallcup;; i, 14 
But when truth ſticks halfway, in the chenttle, waa 
Man's worſe than a bottle cork 2975 l +, i; 


Complaiſance is a gin ingerbread creature, 
Us'd for ſhew, Ikea watch by each ans 


But truth is a golden repeater, | 
That ſets a man 5 in che dark. 


eee 
8 0 N G. 


Ms: in the an Riv PANELS 


8 the lark finds WW... „ 
In che full waving MEM TS. 
Or the bee on the rote, - | 5 

| Tho? eee wich worn: 55 


Never robb'd of their eaſe, : 

They are thoughileſs and —_— 
But no more gentle peace 
Shall er harbour with me. 
Still the Luk tads 1 K WY 
| K 


; 
1 
bd 
* 


— * 

2 as 
CC —__ 5 
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Still in ſearch of delight, 
Ev'ry pleaſure re prove, 
Ne'er tormented b y pride, 


Or the flights of fond love. 


Still the Jark finds repoſe, &c. 
| CHESS EIIIS SAR ERIE d34 618 


S O N 8. 


85 zn the Follies of a Day. 


O the winds, to the waves, to the woods 1 
.complain, | 
Ah, well-a-day! my poor heart; 


; They bear not my ſighs, and they heed not my pain, 


Ah, well a- day my poor heart. 


To the ſun's morning ſplendor the poor Indian bows, 


Ah, well-a-day ! my poor heart ; 


But I dare not WOump where I pay my vows, 


Ah, well-a-day ! my poor heart, 


| ett pdt eee 


s O N G. 


unf by Mr. A. row/mith. 
AKK! forward, away, my brave boys to the 


chace, 
To the joys that ſweet exerciſe yield; 


The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, 


And in ites to the ſports of the field. 
Hark forward's the cry, and cheerſul the morn, 
Then follow the hounds and the . horn. 5 


No muſic can equal the hounds in full cry ; 
Hark ! they open, then haſten away ; 
0! er hill, dale, and valley, with vigour we fly, 
While purſuing the ſports of the day, 
Hark ! forward's the cry, &c. 0 
5 Wich 


1 


1 21 J 


WA the ſports of the field no joys can compare, | 
pleaſure's light footſteps we trace; 
wer 3 down dull ſloth, and we diſtance old care, 
Roſy health we o'ertake in the chace. 
Hark ! forward's the cry, &c. 


_ 


eee 


N 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 
HEN Werter fair Charlotte beheld, 


He thoughtev'ry maid ſhe excell'd, | 
And he prais'd the ſoft grace of her mein; 
But all her accompliſhments known, 
Gentle Werter began ta adore 
He ſighs for a heart not her own, 


And the joys of poor Wereer are o ier. h 


Tho? vows the fair Charlotte engag'd, 1 
| As a friend gentle Werter was dear, I'% 
Her ſmiles oft his forrows aſſuag'd, | 
While pity has dropt a ſoft tear; | 
Urg'd by love he grew bold, and ſhe ery'd,. 5 
Werter leave me, and "aig me no more, 
He figh'd, —he obey'd—and he dy'd, 
Then the ſorrows of Wen Gate. 


Ye nymphs, let n not t Cupid deceive, 
Under pity*s ſoft garb hide his dart, 
Werter's {ſorrows ae lab; in the grave, 
While pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's heart ; - 
And oft o'er his grave has the'c cry'd, 5 
While with flow'rets ſhe deck'd it all o'er, 
He ſaw me—he lov'd, and he dy'd, 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


As ſhe danc'd with the nymphs on the green, | 
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Recitatiany. 
Ha. thehomgcallayayys jt gd adit fog 


Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the skies, 


Quit the ha of een and ariſe. 
Air. 5 


From the Eaſt 3 the morn, > 3 


ly + See the ſun-beams adorn 

1 The wild heath; and the mountains ſo lbs 3 

| Shrilly opes the Raunch:hound, 82. | 
: The ſteed neighs to the found, 


And the floods and the we reply. 10 1 11 


— 


Our b ſo _ | 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 

By encount'ring the hart and the boar; 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, e 
Age and youth urg'd the chacfcc. 

And tavght.woodlands ONO Ibn —A EE 5 


8 
T 


Hence, of noble Halen, nd 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd; 
Though in life's haſy da,... 
Man of man makes a pm 
Still let ours be the prey of che held. WAGER 1214 N 


„ 


3 * 


With the chace in Full: 3 

Gods! how great the de — 
How cur moral ſen lation, refine! 

Wie e 1, care, Where is fear? 

Like the ..inds, in herear; : 
And the man's oſt in fr thing divane, 


+ 


Now 


L 22 J 
N ow to horſe, my brave boys; 
Lo] each pants for the joys 
That anon will enliven the whole: 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures reccunt, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


rere 
re 0 „ 

gun at V auxhall 
Qu. XL L. I. waſting i in deſpair, 5 


8 Die Vecants a woman's fair ? 

Shall: my-cheeks look pale with care, 
OCauſe another's roſy are? 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 
Or the flow ry meads in Nia; „ 
Vet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What cate I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a woman's « pdodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her love; : 
Or, her worthy merits known, . 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be the with ſuch goodneſs bleſt, . 
As may merit name the beſt : 
Vet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, | 
Wee care I how good ——— 
4 to Ar Ni . 18 
Be ſhe good, 0 or kind, or fair, 
I will never more deſpair; 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
I will die ere ſhe ſhall P 
If ſhe ſcorns me when I Woo 
I will ſcorn, and let her goa; | ; 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 


What care I for whom Del d Eb 
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80 | 
The Hearty Good Fellow. 


M a hearty good fellow, a ruby-nos'd ſot, 
Who never yet thought of treaſon or plot; 
A good bottle that's mellow's the chief of my cares, 
And I guzzle each night till I'm carried up ſtairs. 


For the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy and wiſe, 
All the news that they tell us, is, Under he lies; 

Tis a hint that l like not, a trumpery tale, - 

So 1 drown all the thoughts on't in flaggons of ale. 


They may call me ſot, blockhead, or el en what che 
will; 
Fur if wealth” nor if titles, nor wiſdom or skill! 
Can their owners preſerve from a church-yard + or 
rieſt, | 


hy I'I1 live as 1 like it, all method's a jeſt.” 


On the leſſon of nature it is that I think, 

For ſhe taught me to love, and ſhe taught me to 
drink; 

To my pleaſures full power ſhe anche me to give, 

And I'll flick to her maxims as long as I live. I 


I've money good ſtore on't, and ſpe nd it Imuſt. 
Be ſrcaring and jolly, but honeſt fand Juſt; 7” 

That, cold in my coffin, my landlord may fay, 
He's gone and he's welcome, there's nothing to pay. 


* 
'$ Q:A; Dov ans 
Surg by Mr. Quick, in Fontainbleau, 


Londre, I was taylor nice, 
And work for Lor ſo —_ 
He never beat me down my price, 


Det den he never Pay 3 ; | > 
; „ | rom 


And, ladies, all my fill adore, 


[ 223 J 
From Lor I could no money get. 
My draper wou'd not lay; 5 


So, like my Lor, I run in AE 
And den A run away. 


Vid trick on card, aleats my Lor, 
He wonder how I do't : 


Ven cock in glaſs I ſhoot. _ 

De Britiſh guinea I command, = *" 
My pocket to recruit, 

I ſhirt it off by ſlight of hand, 
Shitt off by {light of foot. 


* (SOOSOSSSDSAEDSSSSSSSISHESSSISSISSHS. 
"0 0” N G. 
Sung in 4 Honeft 7 orkſhireman. 


 OVE's a gentle, generous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delight, 
When with mutual inclination 


Two fond hearts in one unite. 1 = 
FO fond, Se ; 


What are titles, pomp, or 3 
If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe joy that now be witches 
When n d we may repent. | 
Vehes: obtain'd, ek | 


Lawleſs e N vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 7 e 
of the bliſsful ſtate above. e LDEN Ms 
: Of the, Ke. 


E „ 


1 SONG. 
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8 O N G. 
Sung i in "> a 


"ROM tyrant laws thc cu ſtoms free, 

| We follow ſweet variety; | 
By tu ras we drink, and dauce, and ling, 
Lime for ever on the wing. 


W bw ſhould niggard rules controul 

Tranſports of the jovial ſoul; 

No dell ſtigting hours we own, | 

Pleaſure counts our time alone. 
04342344 $2$55003454$4:$02$+96+6605905 


8 N 'Q, 
Sung in ile 158 ee | 


OW happy the ſoldier, who hres « on, his pay, . 
And ſpends half-a- ro] out of ſixpence a 40 5 


vet fears neither juſtice's warrant, or bum, 


But pare all his debts with the rowl of his drum. 
With a row- . &c. 


{44 


ws 


He cares not a Wee how the way es, 


His king finds him quarters, ang; money, and e 


He lavghs'at ald ſorrœw-, whenever it comes, 
And rattles away with the rowl of the drums. 
„With my row-de-dow, cc. ̃ 


own rie A Soto 8 

| The drom ie bis W his joy and A 

It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight, 

No girl when me hears it, tho” ever fo glum, 

But packs wo. mer tacters, and follows the drum. 

5 8 my row- de- dow, &c. 
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HE ſtag through the foreſt, wh n rous' by the 


| horn, 

Sore frighted, high bounding, flies wrewbed, forlorn,, 

Quick panting, heart burfting, the e d now in 
„view, 


14 
Speed doubles ! ! ſpeed doubles! they. eager url, 5 


But 3 _ book e gain thropgh. the groves, 1 
Yorgetting paſt evils, with freedom be ro ves; 
Not fo in his ſoul who from tyrant love flies ; 
The ſhaft overtakes him »; def] pairing, be dies- 


8 reer rob ett 544060 
Sung in Peor Vulcan. 7 


HE. moment Aurora peep'd into my room, 
put on mycloaths; and I call'd for my groom 
Wil. Whillle by this had uncoupled the hounds, 
Who, lively and mettleſome, frisk'd ober the grounds; L 
The horſes were ſaddled, fleet Dapple and Grey, | 
Seem'd e N N hear the Slad ue _ ys 


"> 


It was now by hae clock out four in me wen, 0 
When we all gallopp' d off to the ſound of the N * 
Dick Garter, Wil. Tabble, and Tom at the Gooſe,. 
When all on a ſudden out ſtarts Mifreſs Puſs; 

Men, horſes and degs, not a moment wou'd ſtay, 


And echo was heard to cry, hark, balkeway! . 


The chite was u fine one, ſhe took oer the plain, 5 
Which The doubled, and doubled, agaitt and again; 
K 5 Tin. 


= | 226 1 
Till at length ſhe took cover, return'd out of breath, 
And I and Wil. Whiſtle were in at the death; 


There in triumph of joy I the hare did diſplay, 
And I call'd to the horns, my boys, hark, hark away! 


1 "$0 0277 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, af Vauxhall Gardens. 


| OU'D you know, my good friends, what 
VY the honey-moon is, : — 
How long in duration, how perfect in bliſs, 
A proof may be found and a ſample be ſeen 
In ſome boarding-ſchool couple juſt left Gretna- green. 
My deareſt, my duck, 2 | 
My ſweeteſt, my chuck; 
Miſs K'tty's an Angel, her Billy a God; 
Wyhips crack, glaſſes jingle, 
be While ſighs intermingle, 
And Cupid aſſents, and goes niddity nod, 
Niddity nod, niddity nod, 
O'erKitty the Angel, and Billy the God. 


| Papa's and mama's ſurly tempers once paſt, 
Bright Bloomſbury · ſquare has this couple at laſt ! 
In three weeks poſſeſſion, how pleaſures vill cloy, 
Neglect hurts the lady, and time cools the boy. 

So impatient to roam: | 33 
Ma' am you're never at home, 
A path ſo vexatious no wife ever trod; 

My torment, my curſe; 
| Vou are bad. You are worſe. 
While Cupid flies off, from a quarrel ſo odd, | 
| | Niddity nod, &c. _ 
And Miſs is no Angel, and Billy no God. 


To routs hies the lady, to gambling goes maſter, . 
While 


To part from each other ne er couple went faſter. 


fe 203; 
While raking at night, and diſtraction at noon, 
Soon cloſe all the joys of the ſweet honey - moon. 
Bleeding 5 aching heads, 
Sep' rate tables and beds, 
Render wedlock's ſweet countenance dull as a clod, 
| Then hie for a ſummons 
From grave Doctors Commons, ; 
While Proctors and parchments go niddity nod, 


O'er Kitty the Angel, and Billy the Go 
. 
e {ood as 
The Sailer's. Retiirne 


HE buly crew their fails unbending, 
The ſhip in harbour ſafe arriv'd ; 
Jack Oakum, all his perils ending, | 
| Had made the port where Kitty lived. , 


His rigging—no one dare attack it, 
Tight fore and aft', above, below : | 
Long-quarter'd ſhoes, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 
And trowſers like the driven ſnow, 


His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, 

He flew like lightning to the ſide.; 
| Scarce had they been a boat's length rowing, - 
Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. TS. 


A flowing pennant gaily flutter'd 
From her neat-made hat of ſtraw ; 
Red was her c-cek when firſt he utter'd, 
It was her ſailor that ſhe ſaw. ö 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 

While ſecure from all alarms, _ 
Swift as a ball from a nine pounder, 

They dart into each other's arms. 
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babes in Axtaxerxes, 


N 1 our hopes and fears 

Were to each other known; ; 

And friend{ttip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one. 


Ob, clear bim, then; from this offene, 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 


Reſtore him, with that innocence 


Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


e ee ee eee 
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8 O N . 
| "F at Veuxball 


Kecitative. 55 | . 
Fore, Paß, iſle, ſo fand of old, Fa RM 


10 ratſe recruits with merry fife and drum: 
he queen of beauty here by me invites, 


1588 nymph and ſwain to:taſte of ſweet vogue * 
Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land, 


Where Captain Cupid bears the 8 command. 
Air. 


Ve nymphs and 5 ſwains, who are rourhfu) and — b 
Attend to the cal 1 


aud be bleſt while you may; 
Lads and laſles hither come, 
To the found of the drum, 

I have treaſure in flore which you, never have ſeen ; P 
Then haſte, let us. rove 5 . 
To the iſland of love, | 


Where Os pid is captain 9 Venus 1s queen. 
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Each nymph! of ſixteen Who would fain be a wife. 8 11 1 
A 88 have a partner t6 bleſs her for e os 
Then laſſes hither come, | 2954 
To the ſound of thè dram © 
1 have ſweethearts in ſtore ſuch as never: were ſeen ; 8 
Flaſte, haſte, let us rove & 5 
— T0 the iſland of love, „ Jig, 3 
Where Cupid! 15 captain, and Venus f 15 ws auth. 5 4 


Would a ſwain but be bleft with 3 nymph 10. hismind;; 
Let him enter my liſt, and his wiſh he ſhall find; 3 
| I can bleſs him for ä wether vas 
With a kind loving Wife. oc: - 
| More beautiful far then was nymph ever b 6 
Then haſte, let us roye ;* 1 5 
| Toth ifland of love, © OO 4 Ges 
Where: Cu pid i is captain, -and Venus i is der. 


In Paphos, we know of no diſcord nor ſtriſe, AF 
Each nymph and each ſwain may be BER for tis Ye 
In tranſport and joy, 2 
We each moment employ, 
And taſte ſuch delights as were never vet ſeen; © 
Den halle, Jet us rove ., 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid 16 captain, and Venus 18 queen. 
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The Banks of ihe Des „ 97 4 


T was ſummer, ſo ſoftly the breezes were blowing 4 
And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from a tree, 
At the foot of the rock, When the river was flowing, 
I fat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. | 


Flow on lovely Dee, flow on thou ſweet river, $95 i 


Thy banks pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever, 


When firſt 1 gain'd the a ffection and favour Ye” : 


Ot e the glory and pride of che Dee. ET WT 


dl — As 
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But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning, 
To quell the proud rebels fo valiant is he; * 
And yet there's no hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks ot the Dee. 


He's gone, hapleſs youth, o'er the loud roaring billows, 

The ſweeteſt and kindeſt of all his brave fellows, © 

And has left me to mourn amongſt theſe once lov'd 
willows, . „ 


The loneſomeſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 


But time and my prayers may perhaps yet reſtore him, 
Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me, 
And when he comes home with ſuch care I'll watch 
o'er him, ; | | 
He never ſhall quit the ſweet banks of the Dee. 


The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties diſplaying, 

The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing, 

Wzhilſt with my Jemmy am careleſsly ſtraying, 
And taſting again all the ſweets of the Dee. 


S8 O N G. 
Sung in Rafina. 


I 7HEN the roſy morn appearing, 

| Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 
Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, | 
Sip the ſweets, and hail the dawn. 


Warbling birds the day proclaiming, 
Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain, 

They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. 


See, content, the humble gleaner, 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall! 

Nature, all her children viewing, 
Kindly bounteous, cares for all. 9 85 
1 85 SONG. 
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8 O NG. 
The Men of Kent, 


a. 


THEN Harold Grades. 
And, falling, loſt. his crown, 


And Norman William waded, * „ 


Through gore to pull him down: 
When counties round, with fear profound, 
To mend their ſad condition, 
And lands to ſave, baſe homage gave, 
Bold Kent made no ſubmiſſion. 
Then fing in praiſe of Men of Kent, 
So loyal, brave, and free : 58 
Mongſt Britain's race, if one ſurpaſs, 3 
A man of Kent is he. 


The hardy flout freeholders, 
That knew the tyrant near, ' 
In girdles and on ſhoulders 
A grove of oaks did bear: 
Whom when he ſaw in battle draw, 
And thought how he might need *em, 
He turn'd his arms, allow'd their terms, 
Replete with noble freedom. 
Then ſing 1 in praiſe, Kc. 


And when, by barons eangling, — 
Hot faction did increaſe, 
And vile inteſtine jangling 
Had baniſh'd England's peace, 
The Men of Kent to battle went, 
They fear'd no wild confuſion, 
But, join'd with Vork, ſoon did the work, © 
And made a bleſt concluſion. 1 
Then ſing in praiſe, &c. | 
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t hunti and the race tog, 
1 They prigbtly BRETT: ew; 
And, 5 a female chace tao, 5 

None like a Kentiſh beau. 
All bleſt with health ; and, as for n 

By fortune's kind embraces, 
A yeoman grey ſhall. oft? gutweiggg „ 

A knight in other places, 1 „5 5 
Then ſing in praiſe, '&E, 125 e e 


bo * 1 2 * 
4 3 4 ” > +- 


" 
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lr 


The gen'rous, brave and hearty, 1 

All o'er the ſhire we find; . 8 

And for the low- church party,. „%% WTO TY 
They're of the brightell. kind. | X 

For king and laws they prop the cauſe. e 
Which high-church has con founded; 10 85 

They love with height the. 'mod”rate . 45545 
But hate the trop-ear'd roundhead. NS» 

Then ſing in praiſe,” &. 


The promis'd land. cf bleſſing, FOE OT 
For our forefathers meant, N 5 

Is now in right poſſeſſing, 5 8 
For Canaan ſure was Kent: a 1 

The dome at Knowle, by fame entail. 
The church at Canterbury, | | 

The hops, the beer, the cherries, here, | 
May fill a famous ſtor 7x. 

Then ſing in praiſe, &c. „ 


. — * 4 


8. 0 * 6. ji ita ohh (mag 
The Mederate Man's Wi . | 5 5 q 


O hug yourſelf in perfect „ oa 
What would you wiſh for more * ele: 
A healthy, clean, paternal feat, © 1 
Well ſhaded from the ſummer's heat. | | 
A little 
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i A little parlour-ſtove, to hold Tar 10 1 1 
A conſtant ſire from winter's cold: I nis 
Where you may ſit, and think, and ng. 2 7 
Far off from court, God bleſs the king. 


Safe from the harpies of the law, c kay” 
From party- rage, and great man's paw 3 = 2 1 

A few choice friends of your own n 5 
A wife agreeable and chaſte. 


3346 fl (141 #4 2 
An open, but yet cautious BE; 1 1 8 

Where guilty cares no entrance 4 7 „„ 
Nor miſer's fears, nor envy's ſpite, | 


To break the ſabbath. of the night. 5 
Fr SAKARTS 1 {449 4þp4:44 Þ 
ain equipage and temp'rate meals, 

Few taylors and no dactors bills: 
Content to take, as heav'n ſhall pleaſe, - 
A longer or a ſhorter leaſe. 1 . 

| : e. 
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14 


1 


(ODDESS of eaſe, ae Lethe 3 W yh 
Obſequious to the muſe and me: 
For once endure the pain to think, Uk 
O' ſweet inſenſbilii ß oh | 
Siſter of peace and indolen cc 2.0! f\ 
Bring, muſe, bring numbers ſofy and Now : : | 
Elaborately void of ſenſe, - +. +. 1 
And ſweetly r ag let ae ** 1 241 


$* 4% 
* 


Nest to ſome a ee mead, 
There let me doze away dull hours 
And under me let Flora ſpread 

A ſopha of her choiceſt flow'rs ; 


1 + f | 
— I — N 5 : 3 Where 
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8 


24 1 
Where, Philomel, your notes you breathe, 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring pine, 
While murmurs of the ſtream beneath 
5 Still flow 1 in uniſon with thine. 


For thee, O Idleneſs ! the woes 
Of life we patiently endure ! 
Thou art the ſource whence labour flows, 
We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure : 
For who would bear war's toil and waſte, 
Or who the thunders of the ſea, | 
But to be idle at the lait, 
And find a pleaſing end i in | thee 1 


+ 


Sung in the Deferter. 


{4 | HO! prudence may preſs me, 
4 And duty diſtreſs me, 

T Againſt e ah! what can ht do? 
No longer a rover, 

His follies are over, 


| * heart, my fond heart, ſays, mw Fwy: 13 true. 


Ds ors ag 


The bee Ui as changioſ, 
From ſweet to ſweet ranging, ; 
A roſe thould he light on ne'er withes to ſtray; 

mT With raptures poſſeſſing, 
94 | In one ev ry bleflin : | 
14 it m. torn from her n he fies ſar away. 


A 
c 2 $44 146 
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| Sung in the Strangers at Home. 


I —— — 


OUNG Roger che ploughman, who wanted a. 


mate, * . 
Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 
With noſegay ſo large, in his holiday cloiths,” 
(His hands in his pockets) away Roger goes. 
| Now he was as baſhful as baſhful could be, 
| And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he: 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall; 


A Fi 


Then he grinn'd, ſcratch'd.his head, and taid nothing 


at all. 
If aukward the ſwain, no leſs aukward the maid : 


She ſimper'd and bluſh'd, with her apron-ſtring play'd, 
Till the old folks impatient to have the thing done, 


Agreed that young Roger and Kate ſhould be one, 

In ſilence the young ones both nodded aſſent ; - 

Their hands being join'd, to be married they went, 17 
Where they anſwer'd the parion with voices fo ſmall, 


You'd have ſworn' that they both had ſaid nothing 


A. > os 
But mark what a change—in the courſe of a week, 
Kate TO off bluſhing—Roger boldly could 
Rs moons | 


Could joke with his deary, laugh loud at the jeſt; 


She could coax too and fondle as well as the bett ; 
And aſham'd of paſt folly they ve often declar'd, 

To encourage young folks who at courtſhip are ſcar'd, 
If at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, 

When once you are us'd to't tis nothing at all. 
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8. O NG 
Sung in. the Caprictous erte 


HO? my features. I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and olds FITS 
Dall wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 21 tt. 
Not a wrinkle i is there . „„ 
Which is furrow'd by care, 2 5 Lei en 45 
And my heart is as light as the bel 166 
When I look on my boys, e 
They renew my paſt j V 
Myſelf in my children hee; n 
While the comforts l n- ę ꝶœfTTkfgf 5) 
In the kingdom my mind. "HE 3 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free; 


: * Se 1 
Trees? f be Fi 12 © . J. 3 


8 1 In the days 1 was young, . 1 5 
- Qh1 F caper'd and ſupg, 1 ob Ao) bi . 
The laſſes came flocking _—_— 
"But; now turn'd of threeſcore, 25 21 ; i 1 
I can do ſo n no moe, oe cnet ah, B04 ads oo 
Why then let my boy take my 5 50 
. ©, Of our pleaſures v we Caf. co 
For we ill love the ſmack, 5 5 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 1 
- Yet why ſhould we repine, 1 
Vou've had your's, I'vz had mine, 5 
_ now let our children Re „ e 8 


5 —— Ms Strangers a 1 (33 115 71 . 
HEN up tb Bünden fft N dae 
An uber country booby, 

1 gap'd and itar'd, and did the ſame 


05 5: ry other looby. 


el## 4d 
of 


[ 27 17 
With countenance demurely R . 
1 doff d my hat to all I met, 22 
With—* Zir, your humble ſervant 7”? 


— 


— 
Alas! too ſoon 1 got a. wife yi! . 
And proud of ſuch a blefling, 5 
The joy and buſineſs of my lie hs 254 107 8 
Was kiſling and careſſing. | +1 3n'v 


"Twas © charmer ! ſweeting! aucb and dove! oY 
And I, o'er head and ears in love, Sd 


Was Cu 08 hu nble . 


11 ? EST : "7 3 
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Ta 


& 1 ſtarm in vain—reſtraint ſhe hates : 
Adieu!“ ſhe cries - the panty waits; 
„% My dear, your - humble ſervant!” 


G OS. + \ « 
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'She's gone, irl! and in m cot, 
Wich feen and bottle 155 | 

I'd envy not a higher lot, * 
The tedious hours beguiling Hh r 

If care peeps in, I'm buty inen. : 

I nod defire he'll call again, 
And am his N 1 87 15 


2 foi 14 wear he. nin deter l l, 4,8 


Since life's a jeſtʒ as "vile ones 61. COT 
'Tis beſt employ*d in laughing ; © 
And come what frowning een abs N | 
My antidoteis quaffing: gra 54 
I'm ever jovialy gay, and free, 2 1 
For this is my philoſophyj ; 
And OI teren 


3 525 ' SONG. 
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Sung in the Merchant Sf? Fe enice. 


O keep my gentle Jeſſe, - | 
What labour would ſeem a had? 6, 


Back toilfome taſk how eaſy! 
Her love the ſweet reward. 


The bee thus, uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no toll ſevere; _ 
The ſweet reward objaining, ; 

Of honey all the year. 


eo ,ẽpse ee 
0-010". 


Sang i in Two to One. L 


OW happy the woman, whoſe charms 
Gain ſweethearts ſtuck all of a row! 
That if one ſhould deſert from her arms, 
- She ſtill has two Rings. $0 her how: 5 


Should Thomas prove falle, could he rob 
My heart of its quiet ? O no! 

For if Thomas is gone, there is Bob; 
I ſill have two N to my bow. 


Then 'tis not ſo common a thing. 

; Can vex me, I'd have you to know! 
Since Ihave two beaux to my ſtring, 

As well as two na to my bow. 


{439 {1 


8 N. 
| Sung in Roſina. 

EN bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free-hearted (wan ; 3 


Till Phœbe promis'd to be there, 
I loiter'd laſt of all the train. 


17 chance ſomefairing caught her eye, 


© Ip. 


The ribband gay, or ſilken glove; - 
With eager haſte Iran to buy, | 
For what is gold eee with love? £43 


My poeſy on her boſom EEE 

Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale 

Her auburn locks my ribband grac'd, E 
And flutter'd in 8 wanton ROO. 1. b ri 


Sung in Rofina. 


RE bright Roſina met my eyes, 
How peaceful paſs d the joyous day] 
In rural ſports I gain'd the prize, 
Each virgin liften'd to my lay. 


8 Bur now no more I touch the lyre, 


No more the ruſtic ſports can pleaſe ; . 
I live the ſlave of fond deſire, 
Loſt to myſelf, to mirth and eaſe. 


The tree that, i in a happier hour, . 
Its boughs extended o'er the plain; 


| When blaited by the lightning's pow'r, 


Nor charms the eye, nor ſhades the ſwain. 
SONG. 


54 1 £ 


Sung at Pauxhall., 5 


1 mall Celia ay for 8 
To what ſecret grove or cave? _-{ 
Signs 3 ſonnets ſent to melt her, | 
From the young, the gay, the brave, *, » 
Tho? with prudiſh airs the ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Cupid ſhoots, like Hymen's archer, 
Whereſoe' er the __ turns, | 


' Virtue, ks good fonde, and beauty, | 1 5 
If diſcretion guide us not) | 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 11. 

Sometimes are the booby's lot: | 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 

Now commanded by the peer; 
Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader 

Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamas miſtake, 
Stinting flame, by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake. 
Would you keep your pearls from cramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns ; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, | 
M ear ĩt on your. Eos: and fans. VVV 
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Sung in the Strangers at Home. 

OOD Sir, in vain you bend your brow, 
I: And look ſo queer, I 299% not Wr 
And ſet your arms a-kim 
My laughter you provoke, 

Oh! oh! oh! oh! 

Ha! hat MM >; 

$0 pleaſant is the Joke. N 


If, fir, I chooſe to try my kill 
Of fencing; ſoon vou d have your fil; Z 
ut mighty, Signor Whiſkers, 
With 05 F. I Won't bs ge, 
5 ho! ho! ho! 
"Ht ha! ha! ha! 
A fig for all your rage. 


Nay, prithee friend, don't draw your ſword: 
J ſhan't draw mine upon my word; 
Nor could I fight for laughing, 
Were I to look at you: 
Oh! ho! ho! ho! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
And fo ſweet ſir, adieu. 5 


eee | 


S8 O N 6G. 


1 in the Poor Soldier. | 


HE Spring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
+ To uſher in the May 


And nature clad in mantle green, 
All bprig'd with flow'rets gay: 

The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, 
Then} Join in harmony and love, 


[lope 37 
The. lark that ſoaring cleaves. the ies, 3 
Lo builds her humble neſt ; e 
The rambling boy that finds the prize, 

Is ſure ſupremely bleſt: 
For when the tunetful bird is flown, 
He haſtes, and marks 1 it for his on. 


5 


eesti ,iůka 
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The Happy Ane. A 5 


ow happy a ſtate does the virgin 8 
H M hoſe innocent boſom no troubles diſtreſs! 
She's ever briſk, airy, good-humour'd, and gay,. 
No cares to moleſt her by night or by day; ; 
No husband controuls her, or croſſes her will, 
But o'er all her actions the miſtreſs is ſtill; 
In freedom and pleaſure ſhe paſſes her life; 
If fo happy 4 ted ne. who "Arg be a wife? 


No bantlings to teage hin; or La her night” s reſt, 
With peace and content all her moments are bleit, 
She Keeps till tis time in the morning to riſe, 

And ev'ry new day ſome new pleaiure ſupplies ; 
Surrounded abroad by a croud of ſmait beaux 
Who arc proud to attend her wherever ſhe goes; 
Abo:r her they {warm like the becs to their hives ; 


If fo happy RM virgins, who then would be wives ? 


Let the wife boaſt of conjugal bliſs if he p! leaſe, 
Borghi at the expence of her freedom and eale 
Cenfin'd by her cares, Kill at home ſhe: mult tay, 
W hilt abroad we. can range to park, ball, and play. 
Thro' a maze of ſoft pleaſure our actions we ſteer, 
And when we retu:n, we've no huſbands to tear, 
Ta teaze us, and vex us, and tire out our lives; 

I: ſo happy when pln who then would be wives ? 


„„ 110 
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Sung in the 0 2 Tale. 
T eyes may ſpeak pleaſure, 
M Tongue flow without meaſure, 

et my heart in my boſom lies ſtill ; 

Thus the river is flowing, 


- The mill-clapper going, 
But the miller's aſleep in his mill. 


Though lovers farround me, 
With ſpeeches confound me, | 
Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill 5 . 
Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going. 
But the miller's aſleep in his mill. 


The little god eyes me, ; 
And thinks to ſurpriſe me, 
But my heart is awake in my breaſt; 
h 'Thus boys flily creeping 
Would catch the bird ſleeping, 
But the linnet's awake 1 in his neſt. 


| er ede be HO te ESE Oda peer REN 
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Sang in the Cap: icious Lowers, 


FS flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 
Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 


Thus roving man new objecls ſway, 
By various charms delighted; 

While (he who pleaſes molt to- day, 
To-morrow ſhall be ſlighted. 


RE SONG. 
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7 be- 225 of Patie' s Mar. 


HE laſs of Patie's mill, 
So bonny, blithe, and gay, 

In ſpite of all my skill, 
Fach ftole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay 

Bare-headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn; 3" 
To age it would give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand, 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of biiſs, -. 
When l ſuch: ſweetneſs bend d, 
Wr apt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, | 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd, 
Her looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affected pride, : 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I with'd her for my bride, 


O bad all that wealth 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will ; 


I'd promiſe and fulfil, 


That none but bonny ſhe, 
Thelaſs of Patie's mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me. 


SONG. - 
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The Fovial Sailors. 
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OW little do the landmen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount and winks do blow 15 
But we have hearts of ſteel: 
No danger can affright us, | 
No enemy ſhall flout; 
| We'll make the monſicurs richt us, 
So toſs the cann about. 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates; 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſink; 
Then, France, have at your rt. rares, 
For Britons never ſhrink: 
We rummage all we fancy ; 
We'll bring them in by ſcores ; .. 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in Louis- d'ors. 


While 1 at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble Commodore, Lag Ei 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys; 
And then to ſea for more. 
In peace we'll drink and fing, boys: : 
In war we'll never fly: | 
Here's a health to George our King, FRE | 
And 1 Royal Family. 


e 1 5 GONG. 
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* 4: ' Muſic is the Voice of Love, 
Sung by Mzi 5 Beriles, at Vauxhall, 


OF'TLY ſweet the minutes glide; 
& With tuneful Damon by my ſide; 
His ſongs delight the hſtening grove, 
For mulic is the voice of love. 


When moon-beams glitter o'er the ſtream, 
How ſweet his long when love's the theme; 
His plaintive notes the nymphs approve, 
For muſic is the voice of 1 


If other maids admire ks lays, 

While ſoft and ſweet he fings my an ; 
The tender tale I muit approve, 
For muſic is the voice of love. 


FF 


8 on . 
Guardian Angels. 


UARDIAN angels, now protect me, | 
Send to me the ſwain I love; 
Cupid, with thy bow direct me; 
Help me, all ye pow'rs above. 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Say I love him to deſpair, _ 
Tell him, 'tis for him I rieve, 
Say, 'tis for him alone I live. 
Oh! may my 1 prove lincere ! : 
Through 


| WES. 
Through the ſhady groves Pll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night; e 
Near the brink of yonder fountain, 
Firſt Philander bleſt my fight; 7 + 
Witneſs ye groves and falls of water, _ _ 
Echoes repeat the vows he ſwore; 5 
Can he reject me, | 
Will he neglect me, 
Oh! ſhall I never ſee him more! ? 


| Can he love, and yet forſaks me; 

To admire a nymph more fair? 
If? tis ſo I'll wear the willow, | | 
And eſteem the happy par: 
dome lonely cot ſhall be my dwelling. 

Nor more the cates of life purſue ; 

The lark and Philomel, _ . 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What ona me bid the world adieu· N 


eee eee 


S O N 8. 


[Pam in the T- welfth Night 


OW imperſect i is expreſſion, OA 
| Some emotions to impart! 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart! 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell, 
And beat, what broken, falt' ring, dying, 
Language would, but cannot wm. 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek. 
Ask no more—behold your error; 
Bluſhes eloquently er. | 9 
A. | What 


„ 
What tho? filent is my anguiſ n 
Or, breath'd only to thę ar ĩñü̃ 5 oh . 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſn. 
Read what yours have written there. 
©, that you could 'once-conceive me! 
Once my heart's ſtrong feelings view! 
Love has nought more fond, believe me; 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. | 
From you J am wild deſpairing, a ng 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch ; | : 
This is all that bears declarinngññ 
And perhaps declares too much. C T | 


SFESSOSSSSSSASERERSARSESEASESSHE D$#SS 
RES ne oa Tas 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Peruvian, 


OUNDS, ſhillings, pence, and farthings, - 

i I have at my finger's end, 
Andchow to: ſell, and.how.todbuy, . ... 

To borrow, or to led 
But this, fince I felt birch at, ſchool, 

My pate has run upon 
Addition be my golden. rule, 355555 

Ha! dot and Garry o8es: + 
At loſs and gain a ſcholar good. e OR 

Full early was I taught, _- | 3 
To gain of guineas all I cou'd,... 
Too loſe the devil a groat. 55 95 
At fractions and Jivifons when $5. | ; 


Hard knocks were laying on, : 
Subtraction was my practice then, 

Ha! dot and carry one. 2 855 
wa But words no more Ill numer ate = 
i „ th 4 1 
1 0 And thus ſum total lies | 
+ Ofterms I'll not an acre bate, 
1 44 Reduction I deſpi m:: . 
"RY 4 


? . 249 J 
And fince cockade and roguilh, eye _ . 
Mliſs Clara's heart has won, . 


If you're reſolv'd to multiply, 
Ha! dot and Carry one. 


oc 
155 s o N . 


Ls in the Diſhanded Officer. of 1 f 


OUR wiſe men all declare 

Of the thing ſo ſtrange and rare, 
'The globe ſearch round, thro? great nature” 5 law, 

| A woman bears the bell, | 
And why they cannot tell, | 
Tis the yen charms of the Fe ne Scat 2 HT 


See the Ducheſs, Queen of love, 
The graceful minuet move, 
What pencil or pen can ſuch beauties draw? 
Say Why each heart is fir'd, 2 
And why by all admir'd, 
For the myſtical charms of the 75 ne ſc ai . 


The lovely city dame, 99 

Dear cauſe of many a flame; 
Each ſmart ſwears he ne'er ſuch beauty ſaw: 
Say what the lovers prize, 

Coral lips or brilliant eyes, 
No, the myſtical charms of the Je ne ſeai 4 fuel. : 


* 


Behold the village maid, 
: By nature's — . 
In her ſtockin s green, and her hat of ſtraw ; 7 
Is love i dimples ſleek,  _ | 
Or the roſes of her chance 3 
No, the myſtical charms of her Je ne e feat 2556. - 


8 173 — 


n.... 


f 20 Þ 


„ * 
Sung in the Diſbanded Officer. : 


N fancy let nature delight, 
Her fields and her flow'rets may change, 
Soft breezes thro” groves wing their flight, 
And her brooks thro' her meadows may range. 
The lark in her ſun-beam may ſing, 
Tho? mute in her manſion of ſnow ; 
Vet love from its bloſſom of ſpring, 
No change or cold winter ſhall 3 


& 


Ye maicens more happy than I, | 
| Poſleſs'd of the youth you hold dear; 
From love can you ſpare me a ſigh, 
With mine will you mingle a tear! 
Ah no! for that heart cannot feel, 

That never has loſt its. repoſe; 
To friendſhip then let me reveal 

The ſorrows that love only knows. 


N 5: 5 
Sung in Comus. 
Dy the gaily-circling glaſs * 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 


By the hollow cask are told 
How the waning night grows old. 


| Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play ;, 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care, *twas made for you, 


SONG; 


8 O Nv Gs 


The Linnet, written'by Mr. Hawkins. 


S paſſing by a ſhady greve, 

[ heard a linnet fing, '* 
Whoſe ſweetly plaiative voice of love 
Proclaim'd the chene ſpring. . 


His pretty accents ſeem'd to flow 
As if he knew no pain: | 

His downy throat he tun'd ſo ſweet, 

It echo'd o'er the Pome | 


10 


Ah! 3 warbles (I reply d) 
Contented thus to be; 


Tis only harmony and lore 105 TRE, 


Can be Ne d to thee. 


Thus verch'd apok the hoes you land, 
The monarch of the hade; 
And even ſip ambroſial ſweets, 

That glow from every. glade. : 


Did man pofſeſs but half thy bliſs,” | 
How joyful might he be! 


But man was never form'd for 3 5 


Tis only j Joy for thee, _. 


gh gnd 15343-1121 - 
Then front, pretty bird: (L ne) | 
Purſue thy plaintive tale, 5 
And let thy tuneful accents ſpreadus |! 
All o'er the fragrant vale. | 
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$5 N Gl 
1 


8 bud ! to Laura's boſom go, 5 

And hve beneath her eye; | 

There, in the ſum of beauty blow, 
Or taſte of heaven and die. | 


Sweet earneſt of the blooming year! 
Whoſe dawning beauties ipeak |, 
The budding bluſh of ſummer near, 

The ſummer on her cheek ! 


Bleſt emblem of the nymph I! oye, ,. 
Reſembling beauty? png e 5 

To Laura's boſom haſte, and prove, 

One roſe without a thorn.” | 


el iin I” Rat WI 
"Hen ee wors 1840 
OVELY nymph, a my a wiſh 
7 At your feet a is Wain e I 
Prays you will not let him languiſh ; Le. 
One kind look wou'e eaſe'dif pain. 
«S912 ry | 015 {L649 S Y 
Did you kuow the lad that courts | 
You, he not long(needifubun vain z 95 ar | 
Prince of fong, of dance, bf: ſports, +41 > 
You ſcarce will mbet his like-again. 1 my 4 HH 


4 I 
*. 
* Pa » 80 TY; 4 6. y * 
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8 N S.. 15 
The Kuiſe Grinder. 
. at Sadler's Wells, © 
AH ERE are grinders enough, Sir, 95 ev * de- 


- pree, 
From DN deck'd great, to low poverty 
Whatever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 
And the wheel it goes round to wind in the pence. 
Maſter grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Tho' Pm but a JO OE to grind, = 


Whatever the” 8 may "OA os Hine 
He turns fortune's wheel in urſyit oft 7 pelf; „ 
He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his At 6 to obtain, 
And his country may ade, ſo he pockets the gain. 
Maſter , & c. 


The rich grind the paar; is > Aying of ald; ds 
The merchant, the tradeſman, we nged way ok wid: 
Whether Pagan; Mahometan, Chriſtian you be, 
There are grinders of all ſorts, of eee ' 

Maſter grinders, &c. 


The patriot, with zeal Ss declares 
The curtain he'll draws” and difplay't the-ſtate players} 
He is a ſtaunch grindef, toseme dis well Known, 
And they're mightily*gall'd'by the See his 8 85 
Matter grinders; W. ele e 
I too am a grinder, what, What, Sirs, of that? 
I am but in taſte, 9 I copy, the grea 
To be, Sirs, ingenuous,. Pll tell 10 157 ed: 
Tis for what [ can g et, makes me willing to rd, 
Matter grinders io) nat 'the helm you may 
Tho In but a Joarn rab en -K öfe to brine.” 


* 


„ 


SONG. 
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1 S O N G. 

Ben and Kate of Invermay, by Mr, Upton. 
Rs 


VAREWELL, ſweet Kate, the failor ery d, 
«« War calls your Ben away; | 
«© When peace returns, I'll make my bride 
0 wort Kate of Invermay.' 80 


Kare. 1 


% Farewell, wy v Ben,” fair Kate reply'd * 
« Since honour wills it fo: _. 

« May angels o'er thy fate preſide, 
40 Aud mield thee from each foe! 


Ber. 


* I thank thee, Love —and now-no fear 
Can reach thy ſailor's heart; 

e« (Save only one, my beauteous dear) 
«« *Tis, Kate—we'now mult part. 


Kate, 


e Far be't from me to bid thee aps „„ 
« When battle calls to arms! „„ «SS 

« Britannia bids thee, Ben, away, om e Lak 

% Quell Albion's dread alarm... 


s * 4 * 
* ** 2 7 2 4 
ERS AT? 67: 4 1 
. 


45 She doth—but FR I thre my Kate- 

cc, Without one parting . 

© Forbid it, 'Heay' N ! forbid it, Fate l. ex £1 

40 "Take, this—aud thi—ang, LE (4 3 met: 1 | 
he 


od } F© 


= [2835 1] 


She preſs'd her balmy lips to his, 

And took a fond adieu; | 
He flics—returns—and crowns their blifs,. 
— Laxe—and. Honour tO, 


Sweet fair, ne*er check the like youth. 
When Honour calls away, 

So ſhall your loves be crown'd with truth, 

Like thoſe of Invermay. 


8. MN n 3 0 of 
The Seaſons of: Lo : 9 0 
HEN - bloſſoms of Sprin g ſhed their fragrance * 
around, oof 
And nature's beſt ſongſters enliven the grove ; | 
As we ſcent the perfume, as we hear the ſoft ſound, I 
+ 3 his, as we cin, is the Sn of Love! N 
' When the e of Summer compels o our retreat, 1 
With the youth of our choice to ſome ſnady alove, 0" | 
As we feel the cool air thro” the jeſſamine ſweet, bs 
Our boſoms confeſs, tis the Seaſon of Love! -M 
When all- bountiful 33 binds up his gold Fu . 
And we pluck his ripe fruit from the tree wa we 1 
ko. 1 
As we mark the firſt fall of the quick falfing leaf, af 
The e we cry, is the Seaſon. of Love l. We 
; When mirth- nen Winter, at home bids us 1 1 
And with jeſts, tales, and ſonnets, our 2 0p = 
prove, _ | "i 
As around the gay hearth to each other we creep. bi 
This, this,. all agree, 1 is che Seaſon of Love! TE == 
9 


71 
- 


[236 ©] 
In ſhort, where good-humour and cheerfulneſs reign, 
And the true-hearted lovers each other approve ; 
Or at home or abroad—in the city or plain 
Autumn, Winter, Spring, * are Seaſons of 
Love. 


eee | 
(95 iQ NS, 
HSaung at 33 


9 WIr ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 
Can blame me for dropping a ors | 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 
Since Phœbe no longer 3s here? 
| My flocks, if at random they ftray, 
What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains ! 
Her hand they were wont to obey : 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains. 


Can Lever forget how we ſtray d 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 

To the bow? r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill! 

[FH ſweet, by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories J told, 

be ſweet was the thruſh from che ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! ; 


How oft wou'd I ſpy out a charm, _ 
Which before had been hid from my view! 
And, While arm was infolded in ne | S 
My lips to. her lips how they grew! | 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt! 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt; 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had loy'd, and who. beſt. 


No changes of place, or of tes 5 Ar 
I felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 

Each ſeaſon that checquer d the year; 5 bY 
& & 4 


[ 29] 
Tn winter's rude lap did we freeze, — 
Did e melt on the boſom of Mex. 444 
Each morn brought contentment and — "gig 
If we roſe 3 to work. or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could afk ; 

She had all the kind gods could impart * 
She was nature's moſt beautiful task; : 

The deſpair and the envy of art: 

There all that is worthy to prizes s 

In all that was lovely was dreſt:;:; 5 
For the Pease were thron'd in her eyes, 

And be virtues all Ns in MA breaſts 


4 * 


1 in Comus, 


| HE wanton god, who pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts, 


But the be aa to pine, 
Who batbes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewel lovers when they⸗ re e ee MTS. | 
If Pa ſcorn'd becauſe;enjoy'd, Se Edt 
Sure the ſqueamiſn fops are free #2 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe ; 
Ilove them much, but more my eaſe : 
No.jealous fears my love moleſf, 

Nor faithful yows ſhall break my reſt. 


Why would ten eber give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain 15 3 

All I hope of mortal man 185 

Is to love me YO] BEL can. Io 


; 1 q : WE £7 > . 
4. 2 4 f 2 — * A E 44 " 3 N 
2 * 0 


8 L O Z N G. 4 ; (87 20 BEES. £4 
Sung x in the W. ater man. 


HEN Hrewell my trim built * es 5 
Oars, aud coat and badge tarewetl, h 
Never more at Chelſea ferry,  ,_ 
Shall your 'T homas N a etl 
1 15 en fare, KG. 


[2 
1 $2 ©» * 


But to hope ad peace. a ——.4 
In the battie's heat I go, 
Where, expos'd to ev'ry danger, 
Some friendly ball ſhall lay me low. 
Then farewell, &c. 


Then mayhap, when homewards * 
With the news my meſsmates come, 
Even you, my ſtory hearing, 
Wich a bgh _ cry poor Tom . 
Ihen farewell, Sc. 


2 eee 
: 8 0 be . i t 
. Sung 12 the greens 8 te 2. . 1 


N the choice of a ee us „ are nice, 
I'd not bave a man who'd grow old in a trice; 
1 a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 
But one that can buſile and, ſie i in Dy ſhop. 


A log I'd avoid, when I'm chooſ ing my lad, | 
And a ſtork, that might gobble up all that: I had "_ 
Such ſuitors I've had, fir—but off they might hop, 
Lwant one that can | buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop, * 
8 


_ 


| 259 . 
The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 
So handſome, ſo young, ſo polite, and ſo kind; 
With ſuch a good ſoul to the altar 1'd pop— 
He's one that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


* $$$444> 


s. 0-9. Ge: 
Sung in the Daene. a : | 


OME now, all ye Social Powers, 
Shed your influence o'er us, b 
Crown with joy the preſent hours, * 2s, 
Enliven thoſe before us. 


hs. the flask, the muſic bring, 
ſhall quickly find us, 
Dflal and dance, and laugh and ang, 
And caſt dull care behind us. 


Friend wip, with thy pow edivine, * 
Brighten all our features | 
What but friendſhip, love and wine, 
Can make us Happy Creatures. 
Bring the task, Ke. 4 


Love, thy 1 J adore, 
Source of gen 'rous paſſion ; 
But P11 ne'er bow down Lfote 25 
Thoſe idols, wealth and faſhion. | 
Wm the Aer Kc. 


Why the e mould u e TE fad, 

Whilſt on earth we moulder? 
Whether merry, grave or mad, 
We every 7 ow: older. | 

| . the ack, &C. 


SONG. 


_ The Union of Love and Wine. 


FTTH. women and wine I defy ev*ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. - 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enliven.my ſoul . 
Each helping the other, &, 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let em have their own humour, and I will have mine, 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 

Tis the fpring tide of life, and the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne'er look'd with a (mile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch from the 
vine. | 3 | | 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half divine, 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine; 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper [11 quit to be bleſt with my love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


„„ OT Tn 
T3 LOW high, blow low, let tempeſt tear 
The mainmaſt by the board, 5/4 


My heart with thoughts of thee my dear, 
And live well ſtor'd, | 


Shall 


Shall brave all danger; f ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring waves, the raging ſea, 

In hopes on ſhore to be onde more, 

| Safe moor'd with thee. _ . 


Aloft, while mountains high we go, 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge roaring. from below, 
Shall my ſignal be to think on thee, 
And this ſhall be my ſong: 
Blow high, | blow low, &c. 


And on that night when all the crew, 
In memory of their former lives, 
- O'er flowing canns ef flip renew, FOES Þ 
And drink t' their SR and their wires, 
.T'll heave a figh, and think on thee, 
And as the the ſhip rolls on the ſe + + + 
The burden of my ſong ſhall be, 8 rb ON 
Blow high, blow low, let tempeſt tear 1 
The mainmaſt by the board, | | 
My heart with thoughts of thee my dear, 
And love well ſtor'd, 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſea, _ 
In hopes on ſhore, to be once more, 
Safe moor'd with thee. | 


$0 Nv 
Sung in the Choleric Fathers, 


HEN o er the world the headleſs lamb, 
Fath *till the duſky twilight ſt ray d, 
His ſimple plaints cry'd “ here 1 am, 
«« Of night and ſolitude afraid. 0 


But if far off his dam he hears, 
Echoing oft the mournful bleat, 
He runs and ſtops,” and hopes and fears, 
And bounds with pleaſure when * ett 
SONG. 
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n 
F 


Sn in F ontainbleau. 


ET fame found the trumpet, avi ery * to , the 
war!“ 
Let glory re-echo the ſtrain; 
The full tide of honour may flow from the ſcar, 
And heroes may ſmile on their pain. ” 
The treaſures of Autumn let Bacchus diſplay, 
And ſtagger about with his bowl; 
On ſcience, let Sol beam the Jullre of day, 
And wiſdom give "ud to the ſoul. 


Let da nk her rich gems to the view, 
Fach virtue, each joy to improve; ED 
Oh, give me the friend that I know to be to; 
And the fair that I tenderly love! | 
What's glory but pride? a vain bubble is fame, | 
And riot the pleaſure of wine: 
What riches. but trouble ? and title's a- name, 
But friendſhip and love are divine! 


| Sung in Rofina. 


HE twins of Latona, ſo kind to my 1 8 
Ariſe to partake of the chace ; 
And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And ſmiles to the ſmile of her face. 
For the {port 1 delight in, the bright Queen of . 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, 
While Pan breaks his chauuter, and ſkulks in the 
rove, 
Herron 8 the ſound of che horn. | 
The 


.. 263. 1 

The 90 s are uncoupled, and fares 5 is their c | 
Yet Tweeter the notes of feet Echoes reply: 4. 
Hark forward, my honies, the ame is in view, 
But love is the game Wat T with to purſue, 


r 


The * from the K ne 94 of woodbine pegs outs 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; 3.x 
Yet flies, till entangled i in fear and i in 5 * IK 2 
His courage and conſtancy fail. yy . 
„ Sarrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, .. 1 N 
Deſpair taking place of his fear; 
With antlers erected, a While ſtands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 
SET The: Ae are, de. 5 


ng 0 gn 
Sung in 470 Civil 7 Half: 


| HEN order firſt 88 Cha 8 f 
WI Fair England blooming came, 
And ancient batds their lyres ſtrung, 
To ſound its rikng fame. 


Corus. When Britiſh cannons roar, 
Againit proud France and Spain, 
From diſtant ſhore to thore, 
Great Britain rules the main, 


— 


Heal: h led her ſons throughout the ark 
And round its fertile land; 
The ocean made its ſubjects Fai 
Her Commerce to command. 


When Britiſh, &C. 


SONG. 
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| Homeward-Boand. 


os ev'ry fail to the breeze, 
The bean of my veſſel improve; 


I've done with the toils of the ſeas, 


Ye ſailors! I'm bound to my love. 8 1162 


* Emma is true as ſhe's fair. | 
gnefs I fling all to the wind; + 

Why, a pleating” return for my care, | 
My ! is en and kind. 


My fails are all 11's t to my eas, 
What tropic-bird ſwiftex-can ,moye ? 


Who, cruel, ſhall hold his career, 


That returns to the-neſt of his love? , 


Hoiſt ev'ry ſail to the breeze, | 
Come ſhipmates, and join in the ſong; - 
Let's drink, while our ſhip cuts the ſeas, - - 
To the gale that may drive her along. 


3 


eee eee 


s O N 8. 
Sung in Refine. 


OW bleft, my fair, who on thy fac, 
Uncheck'd by fear may fondly gaze; = 
Who, when he breathes the tender OY Pee ad 
Bcholds no anger in thine eye. x, wal 


Ah, then, what joy awaits the ſwain, 
Who ardent pleads, nor pleads in vain 
Whoſe voice, with rapture all divine, 
Secure may ſay, This heart is mine,” 


 $ONG 


4 38s 3 
eee 
SS Om 
Sweet Robinette. 

Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


WEET), ſweet Robinette, all ſhepherds walls: 
They never yet ſaw ſo enchanting a fair; 
The ſwains all admire her, no mortal as yet 
Has e er ſeen a girl like my ſweet Robinette, 


Her eyes they would melt you, her cheeks they diſclofe 
The beautiful tint of the pale bluſhing roſe ; 
The nymphs full of envy, do nothing but fret, 

To ſee all the ſwains ſigh for ſweet Rob! nette. 


All nature ſeems pleas' d, as ſhe trips it along, 
Her ſmiles make the lark ſwell his rapturous ſong; 
The ſhepherds their cares and their labour forget, 
To gaze on the charms of my ſveet Robinette. 


SO gentle her manners, they ſoften the ſage, 
She's the May-day of youth, and the Summer of age; 
I love her, adore her—-['1] venture a bet, 

You ne'er ſaw a girl like my ſweet Robinette, 


re eee 
$ 0 N 6. : 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, at the Rejaly 5 2. heatre. | 


F life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaſt, 
You muſt toſs off your wine, if you d wiſn it to laſt ; 
For this bubble may well be deitroy'd with a Fs 
If it is not kept floating in liquor enough. 


. If life is a flower, as philoſophers lays 5: - 
Tis a very 22 hint . the right way; : 
or 


1 256 3 
For if life is a flower, any blockhead can tell, 
If you have it look freſh, you muſt moiſten it well. 


This life is no more than à journey, tis ſaid, 
And the roads, for moſt parts, are confoundedly bad: 
Then let wine be our ſpur, and each traveller will own, 
That whatever the roads, we Jog merrily on. | 


| ＋ his 3 to a FOOTE liken'd has been, 
Where each man around has a partin the ſcene: 
Tis our part to get drunk, and 'tis matter of fact, 
That the more you all drink, boys, ne better you'll 
act. 


This life is a dream, in which many will weep, 

Wo have ſtrange filly fancies, and cry in their ſleep : 

But for us, when we wake from our dream, *twill be 
ſaid, | 

T hat the tears of the cankard were all that we ſhed, 


Re eee sek rue eke Le 
$-0 N G. | 
„ Aaria. 
Cempeſed by Mr. Moulds. 


hes WAS near a thicket's calm retreat, 
Under a poplar tree, 
Maria choſe her wretched feat, 
To mourn her ſerrows free; 
Her lovely form was ſweet to view, _ . 
As dawn at opening day, | 
But ah, ſhe mourn'd, her love not true, 
And wept her cares away. Ho 


The brook flow'd gently at her feet, d 0 
In murm: ſs ſmooth alon | 

Her 7 pe, which once ſhe tend moſt ſweet, 
Had now forgot! its ſong ; 


No 


| . 
No more to charm the vale ſhe tries; 
For grief has 611'd her breaſt ; 


Thoſe joys which once ſhe us'd to prize | 
But love has robb'd her reſt. 


Poor hapleſs maid ! who can behold 
Thy ſorrows ſo ſevere, 

And hear thy love-lorn ſtory told, 
Without a falling tear: 

Maria, luckleſs maid! adieu, 
Thy ſorrows ſoon muſt ceaſe, 

For Heaven will take a maid ſo true 
To everlaſting peace. ; 


— 


SQ MX. 
, | 
To Baniſh Life's Troubles, 
Sung by Mr. Sedgwick, at the Anacreontic Cociety. 


O baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old ſage 
Preſt the fruit of the vintage oft into the bowl, 
Which made him forget all the cares of old age; 
It bloom'd in his face, and made happy his ſoul. 
While here we are found, 
Put the bumper azound, 
'Tis the liquor of life, that each care can controul. 


This jovial philoſopher taught that the ſun 
Was thirſty, and often drank deep of the main; 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 
The earth wanted moiſture, and ſoak'd up the rain, 
While here we are found, 
Put the hamper around, EN 
Tis the liquor of life, and why ſhould we refrain. 


Its virtues are known both in war and in love, 
The hero and lover alike it makes bold ; 
Vexations in life's buſy day *twill remove, 


DEE alike to the of ox, and the cld. 


Pg 


F 


© While | 


b n 
While here we are found, 


Put the bumper around, 
That every ill may by wine be controul'd. 


The 1 57%. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, at the Royalty Theatre 


Every ſenſe and every power 
Fetter'd lie in downy ſlecp; 

Then our careful watch we keep. 

While the wolf, with nightly prowl, 
Bays the moon with hedious how! : 

Gates are barr'd, a vain refiltance ; 
Females ſhriek, a vain aſſiſtance: 
Silence! ſilence, or you meet your fate; 
Vour keys, your jewels, caſh, and plate: 
Locks, bolts, and bars ſoon fly aſunder, 
Then to rifle, rob, and plunder. 


| $ O N G. | 


Sung by Mr. Chapman, at the 1 Theatre. 


-OOK out, brother ſportimen, the morning is 
Clear, 
And Phœbus o'er Hambledon hills does appear: 
Our iports are delighting, the day is inviting, 
Then away to the chace, to the chace without fear: : 
'Tho' Reynard may fly, his fate is to die, 

For we ſhrink from no danger before us: 
To us, life's no trouble, and care is a bubble, 


When we follow the hounds in full chorus. | 
| 1 ho! 


A? the. peaceful midnight hour, 


| © 01 7 | 
Tally-ho! my brave boys; ſee he ſlackens his ſpeed ; 
Strength failing him, he to his cunning takes heed :. 
His art now forſakes him; ſee Dancer o'ertakes him ; 
The hounds now ſeize on him—poor Reynard 1s dead. 
Tho' Reynard, &e. | | 


Now home, my brave boys, and to Bacchus repair, 
And each take a glaſs to his favourite fair: 

Day and night is thus ſpent, in mirth, joy, and 
c content; : | | | 
And may huntſmen for ever be ſtrangers to care. 


e LS 
Sung at the Royalty Theatre. 


HE Britiſh ſailor ploughs the ſeas, 
Nor fears th' unfathom'd deep, 
He ſcorns the landmens ſlothful eaſe. 
And guards them while they ſleep, 

Tho? ſtorms ariſe in dreadful ire, 

And lightnings flaſh their vivid fire, 
When foes invade, with eager heart and hand, 
He braves the world to ſave his native land. 


- The ſhip now riſes to the skies, 
Now inks in depths below; 
Wich heart intrepid ſtill he flies, 
To meet the deſtin d foe ; 
And while the cruel fight prevails, 
With death and courage he aſſails; 
Nor heeds their fire! but at his chief's command, 
Braves all the world to ſave his native land. 


The chain-ſhots whiſtle to and fro, 
A broadſide ſeals their fate; 
Their hull is ſhatter'd, down they go, 
And „ quarter, cry too late; BL 
15 | | | SS ; Then 
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T _ as he ſees the briny 1 
All crimſon'd o'er with human blood, 


His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he flies, 


And braves the ſeas to ſave his enemies. 
DEE EEE EEE ARE AED EEE TECR TE LOEELT IS 
$0 Neo. 


Sung 6y Mr. Delpini, at the Reyalty T, en, in abe 
 Entertajument of Don . 


EE chat pretty creature there, 
Oh how handſome, oh how fair; 
Kiſs me love, I pray now do, 
Give me one, and III give two. 


How a ſmack wou'd do me good, 

Raiſe my ſpirits, fire my blood; | 

Kiſs me love, I pray now do, | * 
Oise me one, and I'Il give two. 


JJ ͤ ere ebTCs 
DA $8 
| He. 


BONNY laſs, will you lie in a barrack ? 
O bonny laſs, &. 
And marry 2 ſoldier and carry his wallet ? 


f She. 


— 


O yes, I will do it, 404 think no more of i it, 

I'll marry my ſoldier, and carry his wallet. 

III neither ſphere leave of my mammy or daddy, 
But mount and uu with my Ne laddie. 


He 


* 


TJ 
He. 


© bonny laſs will you go a campaigning, 
Endure all the hardſhips of battle and famine, 


When bleeding and fainting, O cou'd you draw near 


me, | | 7 
And kindly ſupport me, and tenderly cheer me? 


She. 


O yes, I will go through thoſe hardſhips you mention, 

And twenty times more if you have the invention; 

Neither danger nor death, nor battles alarm me, 
My ſoldier is near me, and nothing can harm me. 


He. 


\ ” 
O bonny laſs, in the heat of the battle, 
When men lay a bleeding and cannons do rattle, 
While your ſoldier with enemies fierce is aſſailed, 


Your heart that's moſt tender, O ſure it will fail you. 


She. . ö 
Not ſo, no ſuch dangers ſhall ever affright me, 
To follow my ſoldier ſhall ever delight me; 
In battle's fierce conflict P11 cloſely attend him, 
And cheerfully venture my life to defend him, 


MI Eee PLTEIeIE Weaeaneaememmeaneauczne cane mezneane ane enaeateate weraemetre2t:Weahents = | 


5 N 
Blue-ey'd Patty. 


WEET ditties would my Patty fing : _ 
Old Chevy-chace, God ſave the Xing, 
- Fair Roſamond, and Sawney Scot, 
Lillibullero, and what not : 
All theſe would ſing my blue-ey'd Patty, 
As with her pail ſhe trudg'd along, 
While ftil] the burden of her ſong, 
My hammer beat to blue-ey'd Patty. 


| ff 
But nipping froſts, and chilling rain, 
Too ſoon, alas! choak'd ev'ry ſtrain; 
Too ſoon, alas! the miry way 
Her wet- ſhod feet did fore diſmay, | 
And hoarſe was heard my blue-ey'd Patty; 
While I for very mad did cry, 
Ah! could I but again, ſaid I, E 
Hear the ſweet voice of blue-ey'd Patty ! 


Love taught me how: I work'd, I ſang ; 
| My anvil glow'd, my hammer rang, 
il Till I had form'd from out the fiie, 
To bear her feet above the mire. 
An engine for my bluc-ey'd Patty, 
Again was heard each tunetul cloſe, _ 
My fair one in the patten roſe, 


Which takes its name from blue-ey'd Patty. 

[ — 324244200 05440 
. | 
= Lucy, the Fair Queen of Hearts, 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Vauxhall © 


"AREWELL to the park and the play, 
Farewell the aſſembly aud ball, : 
Ve panties ſo frolic and gay; 
With pleaſure farewell to you all. 
No joys can I now find in wine, | | 
Shot through with {ly Cupid's keen darts, 
My freedom well pleas'd I refign, + 
Io Lucy, the fair Queen of Hearts. 
For Lucy I ſigh, for Lucy I die, 
For Lucy, the fair Queen of Hearts. 


Tho! beauties are plenty I own, 
Regardleſs I view their dull charms, 
Nor beauty cou'd conquer alone, 

But beauty and merit diſarms. : 
= Inſi pid 


„ 


| .. Infipid to me all their faces, 5 


In vain they play off all their arts, 
Compar'd to the numberleſs graces 


Of ny the fair Queen of Hearts, 
For Lucy I ſigh, &c. 


She liſtens to all that [ ay, | 
She bluſhes whenever we meet, 
Tho' with others ſhe's lively and gay, 
With me ſhe is grave and diſcreet. _ 
To church then Pl] lead my fair bride, 
And ſcorning deceitful baſe arts, | 
Still happy, whate'er may betide, 
With Lucy, the fair Queen of Hearts, 


For Lucy I figh, &c. 
eee eee 
„„ | 


Come Ki 5 Me Said He. 
Sung by Miſs Poole, at Vauxhall 3 


OUNG Damon was whillive, brisk and gay, 
* With waiſtcoat ſo red and ſtockings ſo grey, 5 
Juſt merrily come from the fair, | 

He met pretty Sue in the way, 
Come kiſs me {aid he, 
I wo'nt faid ſhe, SY, 
You're 80 and I hate ms: I do declare. 


He offer'd a ribbon her br" to bind; 
Dear Suſan come kiſs, and in pity be kind, 
Or PII _ in a fit of deſpair, fl 
Deſpair, crie the maiden, 1s blind, : 
Then kiſs me, ſays he, | | 
Il wont ſays ſhe, 
You thiak that I love you, I do nt tl Seele | 
MEE Skall 


25, 08 1 
Shall we go to the parſon, he roguiſhly ſaid, 


She curtiſied, cried yes, bluſh'd and held down het 


head, 
With a look that diſpel'd all his care; 
For ſhe found that he wiſh'd her to wed, 
| Well kiſs me, ſays he, 
Iwill, fays ſhe, 


PII kiſs m_ we're wed, not till then 1 declare. . 


s. O N . 


Recitative. | 


Ye V irgins while your Beauty's Blooming. 
Sung by Mije Bertles, at Vauxhall. 


HE nymphs and ſwains in circles gay, 


Enjoy the ſweets of fragrant May ; 
The blackbird whiſtles thro? the grove, 
„pad er 'ry joy that ſpring can give, 
And ev'ry bliſs that youth receive, 
Is crown'd by ſportive love. 
Daphne, the faireſt on the green, 
Alone negleQed now is ſeen ; 
Their offer'd love return'd with ſcorn, 
The lighted ſwains now ſlight in turn. 


Andantino, ” 


Virgins while your beauty's blooming, / | 
Fragrant as the bluſhing roſe, 

Think that beauty, tho' aſſuming, 
Is the fraileſt flow'r that blows. 

When budding ſweets the ſwains invite, 

Learn the man of worth to prize, 

So ſhall your full-blown charms delight; 
While the coquet MY Les. 
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| $0 N 

"Dear Gentle Kate, 


| BAR gentle Kate, oh! eaſe my care, 

D And let my forrows move thee, 
As thou art faireſt of the fair, 

So I the deareſt love thee. Wo 


4 - 


A bluſh dwells glowing on thy cheeks, 
Fair ſeat of youthful pleaſure, 

There love in imiling language ſpeaks, | 
There f. peaks his roſy treaſure,” _ 


Oh! faireſt maid, I own thy pow'r, 
[ gaze, I figh, and languiſh, 
And ever, ever mult adore, 
And triumph i in my anguiſh. 


eesti, e, ; 


VVV 
AY, fair one, why is gentle love | 
A firanger to that mind; Te 


Which pity and eſteem can move, 
Which can be juſt and kind? 


203 it, becauſe you fear to ſhare 
The ills that love moleſt, 

The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the am*rous breaſt ? 


Alas! by. ſome degree of woe, 
We ev'ry bliſs muſt gain: 

The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
That never feels a pain. | 


Ms ' ©. $ONG... 
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Y © N-6. 
Flow often muſt T.afe Ye. 

FOUNG Willy woo'd me long in vain, 
In ev'ry place he met me, 


Ah, do you love me, ſaid the ſwain, 
How often mult I ask ye? 


] hardly could my love deny, 
For love him I did really, 85 
Why no, you fooliſh ſwain, ſaid I, 
How often muſt J tell ye? 


Ah, muſt] then avoid your view, 
Ah, muſt] always ſhun ye, 
Then tell me, O my deareſt Sue, 
How often muſt I ask ye? 


At length he ask'd my hand, and cried, 
Ah, deareſt, do you love me? 
Why yes, ſaid I, and ſoftly figh'd; 
How often muſt I tell ye ? 


„„ N G. 
Prithee now'do'nt be a Fool. 


Sung 5 Miſs Newman. a 


| OUNG: Jockey firſt taught my gay fancy to rove, 
* And when ſcarce in my teens ſought my heart to 
5 obtain, | a 
I wou'd chide him for daring to whiſper his love, 
But the more I ſaid nay, the more preſſing the dee ; 
| | ron 


| I 
Grown bolder, he ask'ſt me to bleſs him for life, 
I replied like a girl that was juſt come to ſchool, 

For ſo grave and old faſhion'd a thing as a wife, 
I'm too young, and fo prithee now do'nt be a fool. 


- It was thus all the ſwaĩns I ſent ſighing away, 


Till my grannam (good woman) wou'd often re- 
mark it, | | 
Remember, fays ſhe,. how ſwift time flies away, 
And how many like you areoutſtanding their market, 
So the very next day when I met the young ſwain, 
He reprov'd me for being ſo coy and ſo cool, 
And leaving me ſtraight with an air of diſdain, 


Then I bluſh'd and cried prithee now do'nt be a fool. 


The ſhepherd improv'd on the hint I had given, 
And flew to the parſon to make her his wife, 
This world my dear Jenny with you is a heav'n, 
I never before was ſo bleſs'd m my life. 
Then laſſes, whene'er you have lovers in plenty, 
Be ſure to remember your grandmother's rule, 
One ftring to your bow is enough, if you're dainty, 
You'll live to repent ever playing the fool. 


| e 
Sung by Mrs. Kemble, in Tatle and Tarico. 


HEN the chace of, day is done, 
And the ſhaggy lion's skin, 
Which for us our warriors win, 
Decks our cell at ſet of ſun, | 
Worn with toil, with ſleep oppreſt, 
I preſs my moſly bed, and fink to reſt. 


Then, once more, I ſee our train, 
With all our chace renew'd again ; 


Once. 


| e 
Dude more tis day, 
Ones more our prey 
Goaines his angry teeth, and foams in vain, 
Again :, in ſullen haſte, he flies, 
Teen in the toll, again he lies, 
"Apuip he roars, and in my ſlumbers dies, 


. 
„ OO NO 
Sung by Mrs. Forſter, in Inkl: and Yarics. 


HIS maxim let ev'ry one hear, 
Proclaim'd from the north to the ſouth, 
Whatever comes in at your ear, 

Should never run out at your mouth. | 
We ſeryants, hike ſervants of tate, | | 
Should liften to all, and be dumb: . 
Let others harangue and debate, | 

Me look wiſc—thake our heads—and are mum. 


— 


The judge, in dull dignity dreſt, 


In ſilence hears barriſters preach, 
And then, to prove ſilence i 15 beſt, 

He'll get up, and give em a ſpeech. 
By laying but little, the maid 

Win keep her ſwain under her thumb; 
| And the lover that's tfue to his trade 

Is certain to kiſs, and cry mum. 


($8000599928 aao E’;uu gas 
S. O. N G. 


Sung by Mr. Davies, in Tnkle and Yarico. 


HY ſhou'd I va a ea. 5 diſcover, 
Prove a dying, ghing ſwain ?. 
| Why turn ſhilſy-ſhally lover, | 
Only to prolong my Pan ? 7 
- | When 


"Ca 2% 1 
When we woo the dear enſlaver, 
Boldly aſk and ſhe will grant; 


How ſhould we obtain a favour, 
But by ming what we Want? 


Should che nymph be FP complying, | 
Nearly then the battle's won; 

Parents think 'tis vain denying, __ 

When half our work is fairly done. 


eee etui 
$ O N 8. 5 
Sung i in Richard Caur 5 Lien. 


ET me, gentle pilgrim, entreat you comply, 
I'm ſure by your looks you cannot long deny 
Kind Sir, we beg you'll deigu to ſtay, 

To hail with glee our wedding day, 
All on the green, with garlands freſh and fair, 
Oh! what delight, wou'd you our paſlimes ſhare. 
With dance and ſong „ 
We'll join the throng, 
And baniſh every care; 
For ſuch a theme, | — 
T ho' young I ſeem, Ds. 
Yet fing I may one tender lay. 
Oh! Love, O! gentleſt power, 
Smile on the REIGN hour, 


You ſee, my dear 1 tho' young I can »'eaſe, 
bg pilgrim will ſtay, I have won him with eaſe; 
Ves, yes, I'm ſure, he can't ſay . 
We all ſhall keep this holiday ; | 
Then on the green, your pleaſure to enhance, 
1 vou but think to Julie to advance, | 
Altho' not yet 
Tall as Laurette, - 
I think you'll own I can dance, 


% 
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Wich fprightly ſte 
P11 bound: I'll I 
And ſing all day 
That happy lay, 
O! Love, O! gentle pow'r, 
Smile on the wedding hour. 


| . | 
Sung by Mrs, Forſter, in Inile and Tarico. 


"\HO? lovers, like markſmen, all aim at the heart, 
Some hit wide of the mark, as we wenches all 

k now; | | | 

But of all the bad ſhots, he's the worſt in the art 
Who ſhoots at a pigeon and kills a crow O ho! 
Your maſter has kill'd a crow. 


When younkers go out, the firſt time in our lives, 
At random they ſhoot, and let fly as they go; 
So your maſter, unſ{kiil'd how to level at wives, 

Has ſhot at a pigeon, and kill'd a crow. 
TD O ho! &c, 


Love and money thus waſted, in terrible trim! 
His powder is ſpent, and his ſhot running low :: 
Yet the pigeon he miſs'd, I've a notion with him 
Will never, for ſuch a miſtake, pluck a crow. 
| A = No! no! 
Vour maſter may keep his crow. 


„„ ho Me te 
Sung in Richard Cour de Lion. 
Hl wou d the night my bluſhes hide, 


Phe truth to thee I wou'd conſide, 
| * 


[281 }F 


Yes, yes, I own *tis true, 
Whene'er his eyes I meet, 
I feel my heart begins to beat, 
It beats and trembles too. 


But when my hand he gently preſſes, 


A ſtruggling figh I fear confeſſes, 


Ah! more than bluſhes cou'd impart, 
And more than words betrays my heart. 


Oh! wou'd the night my bluſhes hide, 
'The truth to thee 1 wou'd confide, 
Yes, yes, 1 own tis true, 
Whene'er his eyes I meet, 
I feel my heart begins to beat, 
It beats and tzembles too. | 


CSISEDSEOSPEESSESTESENSSHAESSSUSISN ND 3 
S G N G. 
Sung by Mr. Bowden, in Robin Hood, 


 NHARMING Clorinda ! ev'ry note 
Lou breathe theſe woods among 
Shall move my grateful tongue, 
Swelling my ardent throat, 
Homage devout to pay— 
Love harmonize the lay, 
And ſooth her with the ſong ! 


Should ſhe, bewilder'd, chance to ſtray, 
Ye ſongſters, near your grove, 
Io her your notes belong; 

My ſoul its ſenſe ſhall prove, 

My voice its powers difplay— 

Love harmonize the lay, 5 

And ſooth her with the ſong | 
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Sung by Mrs. Wells, in Robin Hood. 


| W HE Spring has chac'd the Winter's ſnow, 

| And melting ſtreams begin to flow; = | 
When ſun-beams thaw the froſt-bound ſoil, 

And ploughmen riſe to morning toil, 

My John then wanders o'er the fields, 

And brings me all the ſeaſon yields. 


To me he ſings the ſweets of love, 
As careleſs through the woods we rove; 


Then urges me to be his wife, 


And vows he'll conſtant prove thro” life; 
Then Prudence; ſay, am I to blame 
To own for John a mutual flame? 


n 
Sung by Mr. Bowarn, in Robin Hood. 


HEN gen'rous wine expands the ſoul, 
How pleaſure hovers round the bowl; 
Avaunt ye cares of Fancy's crew, | 
And give the guilty wretch his due 
But let the juice of ſparkling wine 
My groſſer ſenſe of love refine : 
As Jove his nectar drinks above, 
PI quaff whole goblets full of love. 


Then why ſhou'd I at life repine; 

Bring me Venus, bring me wine, 

Fill the over- flowing bowt, . | 

In circles gay, and pleaſures roll, 2 
Ever open, ever free, N 


Hail, thou friend to Jolity! 


2 


„ 


5 brows with Bacchus' chaplets crown d, 
I! live to W cares are drown' d. 
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. | 
Sung by Mrs, Billington, in Robin Hood. 


In filver veſtments bound, 
Retires, that ruddy morning | 
May breathe her ſweets around, 
- Edwin thus beguiling 
With eyes illum'd and ſmiling, 

Soft maidens hearts.delighting, 
Ev'ry foul could move; 

But I this treaſure lighting, 
In 8darkneſs ſeek my love! 


HE morn, who night adorning, . * 
[ 


* 


0 N © * 
Sung by Mrs. Billington, in Robin Hood. 


ORIGHT Sol now darts on yielding night . 
B His beams of orient light; 8 % 
He ſpeeds his fiery race 0 
O'er fields of azure ſpace, | : 
Whilſt I am wretched and 8 
He ſtill returns to bleſs the morn ! 

Once, ah! '«nce I roſe, free as the ſun, 
| Each day {ſmiling gay and bright, 

Life elating, 

Joy creating, 5 | | HI 
Smiling Peace and ſoit Delight Z - 1 
Crown'd the day, and bleſs d the night! | | | 


SONG» 
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| By Captain Morris, addreſſed to a Lady, who aſked 
| what the Paſſion of Love was. 


KL 7 OU aſk me what's Love? — Why, that virtue-fed 
| Vapour, | | 5 
Which poets ſpread over our longings like gauze, 
May do for a ſwain who can feed upon paper; 
But fleſh is my diet, and blood is the cauſe. 


A delicate tende, ſpun into Platonic, 
Suits the feminine fop——whom no beauties provoke ;. 
But the blood of a Welchmaa is hot and laconic, 
And he loves as he &ghts, with a word and a /froke. 


Yet, I grant you, there is a ſweet madneſs of paſſion, 
A raptur'd delirium of mental delight; | 

Tho', alas! my dear Madam, not five in the nation, 
Whole ſouls have an optic to view the bleſt light. 


But we ſpeak not of minds of diſtinguiſh'd ſelection, 
But Love, common Love, in its carthly attire, | 
Which, believe me, when dreſs'd in this high-flows 
_ affection, | : 
Mears the thread-bare diſguſe of a bankrupt deſire. 


For the boſom's deceit, like the ſpendthrift's profuſion, 

As the ſubſtance declines, rich appearances tries; 
More gay as more weak, till this ſplendid deluſion 
In a pang of bright vanity dazzles and dies. 


Ah! if in a ftrain of pure ſentiment flowing, 
No animal warmth checks the eloquent tongue : 
Tis the trick of a coxcomb to boaſt your undoing ; 
And pride, taſte, or impotence, prompts the foul 


wrong | 
For 


- 


* 
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For Love, in a tumult of ſoft agitation, | 
- O'ercome with its ardour, bids language retire 
And, loſt in emotions of troubled ſentation, 

Still breathes the ſoft accent of filent deſire. 


Yes, the God's on the wing, when a delicate Damon 
In iickly compoſure fits down to reine; 

For Love, like a hectic, When weakly the amen, 
Still brightens the {kin as the folids decline. 


If ſuch be the love you propoſe in the queſtion, 

No doubt its a phantom, dreſs'd up by the mind; 
And, believe me, it is not a ſubſtance to reit on, 
But the fraud of cold boſoms, and V anity's blind, 


But for me, my dear madam, a poor carnal ſinner, 
Whoſe love kee ps no lent, or on rhapſody ſtarves 

With the ſharp ſenſe of hunger I fall to my dinner, 
And take, without ſcruple, what appetite carves. 


30, my good Lady „ all beauty and merit, 
You ſee, tho' I doat on your face and your mind, 
The devil a grain ſhould I feel of Love's ſpirit, _ 
I looks didn't warrant your ſhape and your kind. 


With this taſte you, perhaps, will upbraid my vile 


nature; | 
But thus ſtands the caſe, and the truth to my theme, 
Mere my miſtreſs the firſt, both in mind and in feature, 
Dex her, and paſſion would fade like a dream. 


As a poet, indeed, I've a licence for fiction, 

To dreſs in heroics the treacherous heart; 
But take the (ad truth, and excuſe the plain dition, 
For Lowe moves with me in an honejier part. 


- But, perhaps, you may know ſomething more of the 


matter; 
Then deign to inform the dull foul of a brute 
A hint of your mind would rn oft pleafingiy flatter ; 
And to hear it I'd always be abilling and mute. 


* 


— Ln 
— ea nr EC 


* 


* 4 
* 
ö . ; : 2. . 2 \ 22 5 = a5 >< R 4 
T3. >. dS * bd ous me * Seer eee ee - * I ">a © er 
SO N 8. 


Sung y Mrs. Martyr, in Robin Hood, 


HE trump of fame your name has breath'd, 
Its praiſe is ſounded far and near ; 
Stout little John, with laurel wreath'd, 
Has reach'd each dame, and damſel's ear: 
But tis not you bold Robin Hood, 
I come to ſeek, with bended bow z 3 
That man of might, 
I fain would fight, 
And conquer with my—Oh, ho, ho! 


Thro' froft and ſnow, 

Tho', cold winds blow, 

I never fail, 

In rain or hail, 

Tho? thunders roll, 

From pole to pole, | | 
To conquer with my—Oh, ho, ho! - 5 


With bended bow, 
The buck or doe, 
II never tail; 
Through rain or hail, 
„ 'Tho' thunders roll, 
From pole to pole, 
To conquer with my—Oh, ho, ho. 
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„ G. 
The Reſi had been Maſb d. 


HE Roſe had been waſh'd, juſt waſh'din a ſhow F, 
That Mary to Anna convey'd, | 
The plent4/v! moiſtute encumbe d che flower, 
And welgh'd down its ee head. * 
he 
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The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it ſcem'd to a fanciful view, - _ | 

To weep for the buds it had left with regret, 
On the flouriſhing buſh where it grew. 


I haſtily ſeiz'd it, unfitas it was 

For a noſegay, ſo dripping and drown'd, 
And ſwinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 
I ſnapp'd it, it fell to the ground. 


Ah! ſuch, I exclaim'd, is the ER part 

Some act by the delicate mind, | 
Regardleſs of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to ſorrow reſign d. 2 | 


This elegant roſe, had I ſhaken it leſs, 

Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile, 
And the tear that is wip'd with a little addreſs, 
May be follow'd perhaps with a ſmile. 
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1 Colin that li ves in the Pale. 
= Sung by Miſs Bertles, at Vauxhall. 


ESSAMIN ſweetens the bow'r, 
And cowſlips adorn the gay green 
And the roles, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene. 
In a cottage retirement there lives 
Young Colin, and Pheœbe the Fair; 
The bleflings each other receives, 
In mutual enjoyment they ſhare: 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're conſtant as Colin that lives in the vale. 


They re conitant, &e: 
The 


1 


* 


} The ſweets of contentment ſuppl 


-'Fke ſplendor and grandeur I, an. 3 


No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 


While bleſt with his beautiful bride : 
He wiſhes no greater delight 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day; 


And return to his Phœbe at night, 


His innocent toll to repay : 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin that lives in the vale, 


If her TEST delighted appears 
The fair one —— of 2 bliſs; 
If dejected, ſhe Goths all his cares, 
And heals ev'ry pain with a kiſs. 
Ye ſwains, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair one betray ; 


From this pair learn the true joys of love, 


And his diQtates with honour obey. 


| Your paſſions, fond ſhepherds, will ſurely prevaih 


If conftant as Colin that lives in the vale, 


. „„ SONG» 


80 N G. 
Sang hy Mrs. June in the Pilgrim. | 


T's hot purſuit, 
With threats to boot, 


Have little to alarm me. 
go war I wage, 
Defy his rage, | 

And brave whate'e er r may harm me. 


He Nil) may fear, | „ 
And ſtamp and ſtare, 4 
I'll neitker fear nor faulter, . 7 
Whate'er may bind. 
Jainſt woman's mind, 5 
Will 7 a rotten halter. 


My miſtreſs fas” 55 ed Y 
11 foon be gone . 
Old Cruſty ſwears he'll tame . 5 
Por him ſhe loves, : 
Abroad ſhe roves, 
In truth I cannot blame her. | 


In varied ſhapes, 
Thro hair-breadth ſcapes, 


Each way he tries to win her: 7 
She ſcorns reſtrainlt, 
And ſuch a ſaint 
Would make e'en mea linger. | 
Some trim diſguiſe, | 
No doubt the tries, 35 1 2k l 
I'll follow her example: 5 
Of faith, of ſkill, | 
And wit at will, 
I'll give _ araight a fie. ? 


So ve and 1 

Will fairly try, | 
Whoſetrick or change can blind moſt:; 

And ſince old Don, | . 

Vou chuſe to run, 

The devil take the bindmoſt. 


. 
Sung in Love in a Camp. 


way, ye giddy ſmiling throng, 
Of tempting beauties fair and young, 
y 


heart be true, although my tongue 
Should fing of lovely Flora. 


Or ſhou'd J gaze TY fond deſire, 
Shou'd breath of roſes fan the fire, 


And tho? I on a touch expire. 
My. foul ! is thine, ſweer Norah. 


-_ 


% The bonds of Hymen o'er my mind, 
«© My conſtant ſoul! muſt ever bind 


40 To that dear woman left behind, 
„ My kind my teuder Norah. 


% But, O! I fear each mortal, part, 
Nay e'en this true, this faithful heart, 


% Reliſtleſs to the urchin's dart, 
8 Shot by the N e of Flora.” 


Illoſive vapour, tranſient blaze; 
Oh vaniſh, while l wand'ring gaze, 


But ſhine like . s ſilver rays, Sl 
NM * pailion chaſte for Norah, 1 


vet Hymen winks, and Venus Saber 
And paſſion ev'ry ſenſe beguiles, 
And 1 8 25 with his thoutand wiles, 


Allis my charming Flora. 
AIR. 
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The Rival Sailer. F 


Sung i. 5, Mes. . 


HE foes of Old Eng! and, France, Holland, 


and Spain, 

Made bold by indulgence, inſulted the maln; 

The flag of defiance. together unſurl'd, 

And at England, Old Eogland, their Vengeance er 
hurl'd ; 

When Neptune aroſe from his wat' ry throne, 

In a coral-clad ſuit he moſt beautiful ſhone, 

He call'd for his Tritons, and bid them repair 


To the court of great George, for e William 


was there; a 
He's royal, he's noble, and choſen by me, 
This ille to protect and reign prince of the ſea, 


O'erjoy*d at the meſſage, the youth rear'd his 1544. 
I' fight like a prince, were the words that he ſaid ; 
The cauſe of my country I'Il boldly eſpouſe, 

To the ira I am wedded, and give ber my vows ; F 


With Rodney, with Digby, with.Roſs I will go, | 
And die but [ll conquer each inſolent ſſe;; 


The Tritons reported the words that he ſaid, 

And Spain heard the plaudits by Neptune chen WED 
ef $ royal, he's noble, and choſen by me, 10 
ritan's iſle to pe and wm prince of the ſea. 


The Thins they have fel the effects of his rage, 
No mote with blood royal they'll dare to engage, 


For he ſtood on the deck with his naked drawn Mate, | 


And by the bold Digby he paſſed the word; 
Humanity touch'd him, tho“ not with baſe fear, | 
Wands one 00 tip Was Deen * in the air 3 8 
| NA Hli⸗ 


tm? 


His eourage gives raptures to each jolly tar, 

Who look on Prince William their bulwark in war; 5 
He's royal, he's noble, and choſen to be, 

The e of this iſle, and the Pp ince of the ſea, 
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RIGHT Phoebus has mounted the chariot of day, 
And the horns and che hounds call each ſportſman 
away; 

This? woods and thro- meadows wich ſpeed. now they 
bound, 
While health, roſy health, is in exerciſe found. 
Hark away is the word, to the ſound of the horn, 
And echo, blithe echo, makes Jovial the morn, _ 
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Zach hill and each valley is lovely to view, 

While puſs flies the covert, and dogs quick purſue z 

Behold where ſhe flies oer the wide ſpreading plain. 

Ke the loud opening pack pains her amain. 
Hark away, & e. 
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At . ts is cen EY” les panting for breath, 
And the ſhout of the buntſman' s the ſignal for death. 
No joys can compare to the ſports of the Feld, 

To ent all g and L ry— muſt yield. 
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4 ISO. 1 9 Hark away, &c. 4 | 
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1 þ FI 6: I kenn'd young Sandy 8 7 A wi 

14 He ſung and look ' d with fic. a grace, : 
He ſtole my heart, but did na care 


'The lad he jovi a laſs more fair; (444 Vi 11 

And oft I ſun oer Prae and. Burn don 50 uf 

ww ſyeet s the love that necis teturn. + 
S 
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He lov'd alaf with Kekle mind, 

Was ſometimes cauld, and . kind; 
| Which made the love-ſick laddy rue, 

For the was cauld, when he was true, | 
He mourn'd and ſung o'er Brac and Burn, 
How ſweet's the love that meets return. + 1 


One day a . wreath he R Fe 
Where cowilips and ſweet lay? rocks join d, 5 
To make a garland for der hair, | Dag | 
But the ref fa5'd the gift fo fair. 1 
This ſcorn, he gry'd, can ne'er be borne! | 
But {weet's the love that meets return. 5 a! | 
| 

N 


Juſt then he met my tell-tale ee'n, 
And trueſt love is ſooneſt ſeen, 

Dear lais, ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
For thy ſoft withes are like mine; 
Now Jenny 1 in her turn may mourny 
For ſweet's the love that meets return. — 


My anſwer was bold, frank, aud kind, +0 | 
1 lov'd the lad, and told my mind ; En | 
To kirk we went with hearty glee, | 
And wa fa blelt as he and me? 8 j 
Now blithe we üng o'er Frae and Burn, | 
How ſweet's the love that meets return. 


eee — 
n G.. © 

Sung by Mr. Mahon. oe 
WAS at the break of day we 5 4 Wh 


The fignal to unnioor, | ao. 

Which ſleepleſs Caroline deſcry'd, | Pp | 

Sweet maid, from Goſport more; | e 1 
„ „ | 
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The freſh'ning gale at length aroſe, . 
Her heart began to ſwefl, . 


Nor could cold fear the thought Yate. | 
Of bidding me farewell! 


In open boat the maid of worth 
Soon reach'd our veilel's fide, 


Soon too ſhe found her William's dit, 


But fought me not to chide ; 
„ Go,” the Fr Poel d, For Fame's a cauſe 
« A female ſhould ; approve, _ 
& For who that's true to Hongur' 5 laws, 
els ever falſe to love? © 


— 


1 My heart is Loyal, ſcorns to fear, 


«© Nor will it even fail, 


, Tho? war's unequal ld career 


„ Should William's life aſſail; 
Tho death gainſt thee exert his ſway, 
* Oh! truſt me, but the dart 
That woundeth thee will find its way 
4% To Caroline's true heart. 


„ Should conqueſt, in fair form array ', 


* Thy loyal efforts crown, 
© In Goſport will be found a maid, 
+ That lives for thee alone, | 
May girls with hearts fo firm and true, 
To love and glory's cauſe, 
Meet the reward they have in view, 
The maid of free applauſe. 


5 F G 6. 
Sung by Miſe Lobby ak Vauxhall. 


HF hawthorn is ſweetly in bloom, 
And daiſies dedeck the gay mead, 


The roſe ſneds its richeſt gerfume, 


Aud each love- tale of youth mult ſucceed : 


: eee 


Ah 
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| Kh! ha in this 98 of joy, TEE 

Ah! why is my ſhepherd away,” 
While abſent the ſeaſons but cloy;, _ 

And vain is the fragrance of May. 


When forc'd from our plains to depart, 
The {vain was ſo gentle and kind. 
His ſighs ſpoke the pangs of his heart, 
To leave his poor Daphne behind: 
Yet why in this fſeaſon of joy, 
Ah! why does my Corydon” V 42 
While abſent all ſeaſons muſt cloy, 
And loſt are the pleaſures of May. 


In vain I've collected each flower, 
With woodbine entwin'd every tree; 

In vain have bedeck'd the gay bower, 
Unleſs it is deck'd thus for thee : 

Then come my dear Corydon come, 
The fields and the meadows are gay; 


No joys can you find while you roam, 


Like our plains when enliven'd by May. 


AS A: 
Sung by M.. Fobnftone, in ; the F armer. 


\HARMING village-maid,' 
If thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array'd,.. | 
| All my wealth is thine; 
For gold is droſs to me, 
Ev'n nature's beauties fade, 
If not enjoy'd with thee, 
My charming village-maid. 


Had I yon ſhepherd's care 
Your lambs to feed and fold, 
The dog-ſtar*s heat I'd bear, 
* winter's piercing cold: 
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Or ſuch my lot hou'd.be, C 
At barrow, flail, ar ſpade,. . 5 
Well plea as d I'd ial for thee,. 

My charming village-maid. | 


This morn at early dawn, _ 
I had.a hedge roſe wild, 
Its ſweets perfum'd the lawn, 
Twas ee nature's. child ! 
To grace my gav parterre, | 
Tranſplanted from the zie. 
Sweet emblem of my fair, 
My charming village- maid. 


eee eee 
A IN. 


PO by. M. . Fobaftone, in the F armer. 


O more l' court the town-hred fair, 
Who ſhines in arttficial beauty; 
For native charms without compare, 
Claim all my love, Ferpect and duty. 


Oh, my bonny Bet, Ct bloſſom, 
Was Ja king ſo proud to wear tbe, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 


To grace thy faithful lover's 5 boſom. 


Yet aſk me where thoſe 6216 lie, 
E cannot fy in ſmile or dimple; | | 
In blooming cheek or radiant eye, - 

Ti 10 ene nature, wild and ſimple. 
Oh, my bonny Bet, c. . 


Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And ſigh in numbers trite and common; 

Ve gods! one darling wiſh be mine, | 
And all I aſk is lovely woman. 

Oh, my bonny Bet, 1 


Come, 


* 
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Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl. | 18 
Like thy bright eye, with 8 dancing $ | | 


My heaven art thou, fo take my foul, 
With rapture ev'ry ſenſe entrancing. 
Oh, my bonny Y &. 


| 

1 . | 
— | 
| | | 11 
K bo F | | 
Sung by Mrs. Mattecks, in the Farmer. | 


O hear a ſweet goldfinch's ſonnet, | 

This morning I put on my bonnet, | 

But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it! 4-7 | 
| 

| 


When the Captain appears in wy view: 
J felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, 
My heart beat in ſtrange palpitation, | 
I bluſh'd like a pink or carnation, _ 3 | 
When ſays he, wy dear, how d'ye dof * . 


| The dickins, 75 . here has popp'd * hy 
I thought to ſlip by, but J ſtopp'd him, 
So my very beſt curtſy I dropt him; 
Weich an air then he took off his hat; . 
He ſeem'd with my perſon enchan ted... 
He ſqueez'd my hang, how my heart panted ! 
He aſk'd for a kiſs, and I granted, 
And, pray now, what harm was in ar? 


Says I, Sir, for what do you 2 me? 
He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me, 5 
No, demn bim! he'd never forſake me, 

And then on his knee he flopp'd dowu; 8 
His handkerchief, la! ſmelt de ſweetly, e en 
His white teeth he ſhew'd ſo compleatl7. 
He managed the matter ſo neatl , 

Jne'er can be 1 by: nl | | 
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Sung by Mrs. Mcuntain, in the Farmer, 


INDS, gently teli me love, 
You have brought home his dove: 
Say poor Louiſarnow flies to her mate. | 
How ſmooth the ocean! 
How fwift our motion! 
He was my haven, and abſence my fate ! 


Vet her lambs ſtray ing, 
| Thro' the meads playing, 
Cropping wild flow'rs on the precipice brink; 
Joys ſurrounding, 
Sporting, bounding, 
Ne er on fond Phillis the wanton will think. 


| JT . 
e | 


Sung by Mri. ieee, in the F armar, 


** filver brooks wandeerrrr 
Will pleaſe each meander ; 
Your v:rdant Lounds keeping, 
| We trace from the ſource z 
But into ſtreams gliding, 
You're loſt by dividing ; 
The fond willow weeping, 
2 Le die in your Wenne 
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My j Joys thou ſhalt Hines dem, 
Thy griefs let me bear them, 
I calm the wild tumults that riſe as FR honeſt: | 
Kind love his torch lighting, + 
Our hearts re-uniting, be 


& wife's pure affection ſhall ſooth thee to reſt. 


AIR. 
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Sang by Me. Jobiſtene, in the F armer. 


+ ] 2 bright are the the j joys of the table, 
| mean when the cloth is remov'd?f 7 
Our hearts are faſt held by a cable, ' 

While around the decanter is ſhov'd. 

The ladies all riſe to retire, | 
We ſtai:d up and look very grave; 

A bumper, then draw round the fire, 
Determin'd like ſouls to behave.” 


My ſervant, he knows I'm a oper; "oY 
« Clean glaſſes, of wine a recruit!“ 
He brings in a fix-boule cooper, . 
And places it eloſe at my.foot. 
J gingerly take up a bottle, 5 
I be ſaw-duſt I puff from his coat; 
The cork out, he ſings in the throttle, 
But ſweeter than Mara his note'! 


A 


„ What gentleman coffee now chuſes ? 
The comphment comes from the fair: 
No gentleman coffee refuſes, 
But not a man Hirs from his chr. 
T ho' Frenchmen may do fo, I bar tt, 
With Britiſh politeneſs F think; 
While Monſieur we thank for his Claret; 
He neter ſhall. teach us to drink. 


Gay Hebe now ſhe ws in Apollo, „ 
A ſtruggle twixt Claret and Wi; 35 
For Bacchus inſiſts he ſhall ſc allo 
Six bumpers before he may ſit. 
Ye fair, why ſo ill ſhould we treat you, 
Io part ere the bottle is won ? 
At ſupper Apollo ſhall. meet you, 
And ow you what Bacchus has cone, 


AIR, 
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Suns by Mrs. 8 inthe Farmer, ö 


—_— * 


v daddy O, was very gond, 
| To make me fine he ſpar'd no pelf, 
And ſcrape up movey, ail he cou'd, _ 
He ' d give it to my bonny ſelf. 


My handſome cap from Dover eame, 


Some thought from France, ſo gay to ſees, + 


Tho' ſigh d for by each maid and dame, 
Twas not my 827 was dear to me. 


Blythe Johnny O, upon Mis mare, 
Adown the dell his horn rang ſweet, 

To me preſented puſs the hare, 

Ihhat ver the wild bye: ran ſo fleet. 


Tho' Ned a e for my breaft 

Had brought, no flower more ſweet than he, 
And warbling Will a linnet's neſt, 

Nor flow*rs nor birds were ear. to me. 


So ſoftly on to yonder grove, _ 
The moon ſo kind the while did hlink, 


I ſtole to meet my own true lore, 


Yet on falſe love I fell to think, e 


The ruſtling Ae increaſe my fears, 
A footſtep falls, who can it be? 


Oh joy ! my Jemmy now appears, | 
| PE Re e was Gear to me. 1 8 Lads if 
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